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4 » TRE 1 3 comprized in 

N cheſe Volumes, baving been 
honoured, as they came /cugly 
from the Preſe, both with the 
Patronage df the Cao x, and 
the moſt IIluſtrious PERSON- 


AGES among our BarriS f No- 


BILITY; what I now humbly 
requeſt, is your LoxpSEIP's Ac- 


ceptance 
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ceptance of Them in a Colle- 
Hive Body, as a Teſtimonial of 


my moſt grateful Acknow- 


| ledgments for the many unde- 


ſerved Favours which I have 
had the Honour to receive from 


4. $\d 
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your 1 Lonxpsrr, and for which 


1 ſhall always profeſs myſelf, 


. 4 mY 14 


Nu LORDSHIP' done 
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of Dr. Youn's*Poetical 


. i publi ſhed” with his 
Approbation, and under his. own. 
Direction, will fuſficiently appear 
from bis kind Wiſhes, for. its 


Succeſs, expreſſed in the 2 
Letter, Viz. 
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7 N. CV AL T, 


Wellivyn, 1 0 th, 17 39. 
Sen, 
[ Received the Favour of yours, but am, at 


preſent, ot at Leiſure to regie what I 
_*fotmerly Wrote . 


You ſeem in the Colle&ion you propoſe, 
to have omitted what I think may Claim the 
firſt Place i in it, T mean, A Tranſlation on 
Part & JOB; printed by Mr Wan. 
I have pot Picture 7. or it ſhould 1 at 
your Service ; 3 nor have I the Epiſtle to Lord 


1 2 thay. 


"IS 


LAxsDbow UE: 1E you will take my Advice, 
1 Would hade you omit Tat, and che 
Oration on CODRINGTON +. I think the (A- 
en will fall better ui thout them + 3 

K. heartily with vou "Succeſs | in your 
Undertaking. 
Tam, S 1 R. 

Your Humble Sue, 


E. YouNxs. 


A particular Friend of the Author's has reviewed and pre. 
pPared all theſe Fieces for the Preſs. + The Doctor was requeſted 
to let his Picture be engraven. I This we cannot ccmply 
"_ as rendering our Collection imperfect. 


THE. 
c ON TEN TS 


F wy : #9 2 | N 1 r 117 5 1 
65 0 7 8 GK) OLA 
\ {2 


7] 221722 
FL & Is 


* 1 


* 


N Er 122 LE to theRight Heck Guorgs 
Lord LANSDOWNS. , 


A Pozm on the Las ar. In Thee EY 
' Addreſſed to Queen ANNE... 1713. 


Vz1 RSES to the AuTHoR thereon, a age 7 


The Force of Religion : Or, Vang 4 Lows A 
Poem in Two Books. Addreſſed to the Counteſs 


of Saliſbury. 1714. 73 


VI RSESs Occaſioned by that famous Painting of the 
CRruciFicTi1on, by Michael Angelo. {7 of 


A PARrRAPHRASE on Part of the Book of FOB. 
Addreſſed to Lord Chancellor Parker. 113 


An Epiſtle to 7o/eph Ain, Eq; Occaſioned by 
the Death of Queen AN. * E, wah the Acceſſion 
of King GEORGE. Mpccxiv. 142 


A LETTER to Mr Tickell, Octafioned by the Death 
of the Right Honourable Foſepb An, Eſquire. 


M DCCXIX., 


152 
Lov of Fame: The Univerſal Paſſion in Seven 
Characteriſtical Satires. 1721. 161 


— SATIRE I. Addreſſed to the Duke of 
Dorſet. 169 


—— SATIRE IT. To the S4 Mz. 183 


SATIRE 


— 2 I... —— — — —— EPIC 


— . — IIS 


—  —— — 


7 rp 


_ * 


— 2 — 7 
2 — — = 


1 


* 


* 


— — ——— — Gre rt, ei 


—— 


— 


——_ 
= — FP · — Av eons 


17 
. 
bf 

4 


— a 
— 2 — — 


—  —— 


—ů—r3R —— 


— 


© 
— —— n __— —t„— 


— 


— 
- 


. — - 
wg) 


* 


- 


. . I E-p FE 


4 


— —— 
— 


* 
7 


% 


gg — 


OT — — Ine. 
$5 3 


— 


121 


5 vili 


8 


F'% 


mee N TIENTS) 2 
—— SaTizx III. Addreſſed to the Right 
Honourable Mr Doddington. 197 


—— SaTiRE IV. Addreſſed to the Right 


Honurable Sir Spencer Compton. 211 


224 


— SATIRE V. On Wonzx. 


122 Sarl VI. On the fame. Addreſſed to the 


Pe ga, ee 2 Elizabeth Germain. 2 52 


4 


— —L8arins VII. Addreſſed to the Right 


"Honourable Sir Robert . alpole. 2382 


The InsTALMENT of Sir Robert Walpole Knight 
of the Garter. a6. Y enen 


o 
- 7 S: . 
4 - 2 — a. * - * L 
* 9 9 9 
Y e = « * 2 , * 
* * * 
1 * — 
8 
— 2 * as 
* © © 1 & * — * 2 Py 
r rns a Fi 4 + , 
. oe > * 
wo 
«4 > * 244 * = 
* — 
5 226 a * * 
's * 2 * * x . - 
T3 7% & 4 14 n N Y 
» 4 od %.4 % «4 
F * 


4 
4 * 
. 
d 
+... 
Lk 2 
* 
* 
? 
hb, 
* * * 
oy i — Oy — = 
1 ”- o' 
, : + F 
i * 4 + 1 22 
4 * - « * A 
* 8 4 
oY * * 4 
x * Y o * * 
1 . 
* 
b : - 4 _ — — "OP 
* 9 7 — + oth 02 - . A * 
3 wy 
. 1 I 41 4 Si 44 3 *s 
: Dn , 
= 
091 
p & 
a on * 
* 4 _ * . 
— 2 4. a A *. - 
: — 
* 7 = * E "7 x a 
» & 
\ 
, 
PI 
1 . t — bo F * 3 — 
a * 4 * 
1 
* 
* 
K& 
2 
1 
% 
* 0 \ 
* * 


+ 


AN 


E PIS T I. E 


RIGHT HonovRABLE 


GEORGE Lord LANS DOWN E. 
1712. 
By Mr. YOUNG. 


” K. 4 — bc. 


—_— = — 


* "RR Pp ww __— 


— mm mnnmnmm—mm_—Parnaſſ laurus 
Parva sun ingenti Matris sk $SUBJECIT umbra. 
| | 5 Virs, 


| ICY 


Tre SetconD EDIT10N. 
Printed from a correct Manuſcript Copy. 


> 


IE —_. 4 — hd hd a th. * r 7 


* 


— 


Vol. I. | a 


1 


r 


c > 4 


+#I#,54 


LES 


eee 


— 


es „„ 


11 
— 
f 4 
* 
* 
= 
— 


* s 
. 
7 
: l 
: : * 
: x wy 
4 5 
| + 
: j AV 
1 
. : — 
A 
8 
* 
= „ 
7 : * 
5 
: | 
* wy 
g * 
. £ "On" 
f s * 
1 
3 
6 * 
1 
% C 4 - 
Le © 
I 1 4 — 
* 
* CI 
. $i 
: 3 
1 
* 1 
FF 2 
* 
4 e 
4 LES 
7 2 
by 2 
. - - 


- 


— A 
— — — — — gdh nes — 


— . —. 


»—& 
a 4 


OPTING 


ma 


va 


PITT" © Hh net AS64365 74 


3 


aal 


* * 


* 


it out of 


ined ut 


1 


* „ ot 
3 
* 
1 44 
— 
oy a +3 * 
* n 
* 
7 4 
2 FP wy 
— 
. 
* 1 
— 
e 
34 
. 
- 
©. 


8 - « 5 
— —— 
* 


— — 


a . ˙ ü „„ 


7 


2 — 


1 


e wii 


* 


Minus HoxouzAanrs 


1 * * S A 
* 


Grorar Lord Laxspowns 


THEN Roni my Lens, in her full Glory 
. ſhone, 
And: Grear IEG Aut mur the Globe alone, 
While ſuppliant Kings in all their Pomp and State, 
Swarm' d in his Courts, and throng d his Palace Gate; 
Hon ace did oft the mighty Man detain, j | 5 
And foath'd his Breaſt with no ignoble Strain, | 
Now-ſoar'd aloft, now ſtruck an humbler String ; 


ane n Genius how to ſing. 


vw * 


4 


14 if 


— i [ his Eren dare at. | 
Who know no Want of, Cas, finding you; 
The Muſe's Friend is pleas d the Muſe ſhould preſs 


Thro' e Crouds, and labour for Acceſs, 
a 2 | That 
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That rar to his Dal he may prove, 


ay 


And ſhining Throngs for her Approach Temove, | 
To all the World induſtrious to proclaim 
His Love of Arts, and boaſt the glorious Flame. 


* 7 
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Lone has the Weſtern World reclin d her Head, 


Fodt fdNR her Sdtrobb, Wit bevaild ber Dead; 


Fell Diſcord thro' her Borders fiercely rang d. 


And ock her Nations, and her Monarchs! clog 85 Te 


By Land and Sea its utmoſt Rage employ'd; * 
Nor Hevn repair, fo WY Men ee 


— . 
e 1e 5 53 Ce 4 & 1 1812 f F 1 5 
4 LS * 721 a #5 + © I&L5 „ * 914 


ge 2 an e Sante plenteous Fields beftow'd, 


In vain the Vintage liberally flow'd ; b bib zg Ä, 


Alarms from loaden Boards all Pleaſure chat d, 
And robb'q the rich BuxGunDian Grape of Taſte; 


The Sihifes of Nature could no Bleſſing | bring, .. 


The fruitful Autumn, or the flow'ry Spring ; 
Time was diſtinguiſh by the Sword and Spear, 
Not by the various Aspects of the Lear 
The Trumpers Sound proclaim'd a milder Sky, 
And Bloodſhed told us when the Sun was nigh.” 


2 
* . by Rf - 
4 £ a , ih { * *.. 
MY UT 
- 


" 


the Lord LAN SD NE. y 


Bor now (fo ſoon. is Britain's Bleſſing ſeen, 
When ſuch as you are near her glorious, Rueen oy 
Now Peace, tho? long repuls'd, arrives at laſt, 

And bids us ſmile on all our Labours paſt ; 3 

Bids ev*ry Nation ceaſe her wonted Moan, x 
And ev'ry Monarch call his Crown his own: 
To Valour gentler Virtues now ſucceed ; 

No longer is the great Man born. to bleed 
Renown'd in Councils brave Axe vLL ſhall. tell, 
Wiſdom and Prowels i in one Breaſt may dwell: _ 
Thro' milder Tracks he ſoars to deathleſs Fame, * 
And without trembling we reſound his Name. 


No more the riſing Harveſt whets the Sword, 
No longer waves uncertain of its Lord z : 
| Who caſt the Seed, the golden Sheaf ſhall n 
Nor Chance of Battle change the Maſter's Name. 
Each Stream unſtain'd with Blood more ſmoothly 
Fung „ e e 
The brighter Sun a fuller Day N 1 
All N ature ſeems to wear a chearful Face, 


%% ©. 


And thank Great Anna for returning Peace. 


a 3 | Thx 


A EPS 1 L E + 


Tu Patient this, when on his Bed of Pai, 
No longer he invokes the Gods in vain, 1550 
But riſes to new Life; in eV ry Field 
He finds Elyfum, Rivers Nectar yield 7 G11 
Nothing ſo cheap and vulgar but can pleaſe, 2 
And boftbW Beauties from his late Diſcaſe. 


Non is it Peace alone, but ſuch a Peace, 
As more titan bids the Rage of Battle ceaſe. - 
Death may determine War, and Reſt ſucceed,. 
Cauſe nought furvives on which our Rage may feed ; ; 
In faithful Friends we loſe our glorious Foes, © 
And Strifes of Love exalt our ſweet Repoſe. 

See grateful Bortye Broke your Friend advance, 
Nor miſs his Lawsbownt' in the Court of Fratee ; 
So well tectiv'd; fo welcome, fo at home, 
(Bleſtd Change of Fate) in Bovx now's ftately Dome; f 
The Monarch pleasd Uefcetiding from bis Throne, 
Will not that Ax NA call him all her own ; 
He claims 4 Part, and looking round to find 
Something miglit ſpeak the Fulnefs of his Mind, 
el eee 1004s. eee n A 


. — 
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the Lord Lanspownn, yi 


A Diamond ſhines, which oft” had touch'd him near, 
Renew'd his Grief, and robb'd. him of à Tear; 

Now firſt with Joy beheld, well plac'd on One, 
Who makes him leſs regret his darling Son 3... ,. -- 
So dear is \Anna's Miniſter, ſo great 
Your glorious Friend in his on private State. 


To make our Nations longer Two, in van 
Does Nature interpoſe the aging Main: 
The Gallic Shore to diſtant Britain grows, 
For Lawis Thames, the Seine for Auma flows: 
From Conflicts paſs'd each other's Worth we find, 5 
And thence in ſtricter Friendſhip now are join d * 
Each Wound receiv'd, now pleads the Cauſe of TROP: 
And former Injuries Endearments prove. 
What Briton but muſt prize th? illuſtrious Sword, 
That Cauſe of Fear to CnhuschiIT could afford? 
Who ſworn to Boum os Scepter, but muſt frame 
Vaſt Thoughts of him, that could brave TATLARD 
Thus gen'rous Hatred in Affection ends, 
And War, which rais'd the Foes, compleats the Friends. 
a 4 | A 
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A thouſand WE Conſequences flow mm / 
(The bs e makes ner Boſom own: yi . 


SESLSDSE 


Her ee) Bec ſecure from Pole'ts Pole: ror 
The Briti/h Merchant, who with Care dd Pain, 
For many Moons ſbes only Skies and Mainz: 
| When now in View of his lov'd native Shore, 
The Petils of the dreadful Ocean Oer: 
Cauſe to regret his Wealth no more ſhall find, 
Nor curſe the Mercy of the Sea and Wind i 
By bardeſt Fate condemn'd to ſerve a Fe, 
And give him Strength to ſtrike a OY 
'2 Sweet PiitoMErA providently flies 04. 9am: bo 4 
0 diſtant Woods and Streams, en 
To feed her Young) and make them try the Wing, 
And With their tender Notes attempt to ſing : 
5 Mean while, the Fowler ſpreads his ſteret Snare, 
And renders vain che tünefül- Mother's Care: 
BATT ANN A's bold Adventurer of late; 
The . Ocean pd with as Fate. 
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ti Lord LAN GU DOWN E. iN. 


Goopx s is Greatneſs in its utmoſt Height, 
And Powir a Curſe, if not a Friend to Right: 


To conquer is to make Diſſention ceaſe, ꝛadw bn A 
That Man may ſerve the King of Kings in Peace. 
Religion now ſhall all her n e 20. 
And ſhine abroad in perfect Excellence: 
Elſe we maydread ſome greater. — 25 
To ſcourge a thoughtleſs arid ungtateful Land: 
Now War is weary, and retir'd to Reſt: 
The meagre Famine, and the ſpotted. Wy bnoyAl 
Deputed in her Stead, may blaſt the Day, 1 Bak 
And . the Relicks of the . 
Net el ei . 17 U- eee 
ee eee fill'd the — . 
Jovs in the Fulneſs of his Glory ſnonʒ 
Wiſe Sor oon, a Stranger to the Sword, | 
Was born to raiſe a Temple to the Lond. 
AnNE too ſhall build, and ev'ry ſacred Pille 
Speak Peace eternal to BxrTAannia's Ile, 
Thoſe mighty Souls, whom military W © y! 
Niverted from their only Great Affair 5011 N 
aul r - Shall 


Shall bend their full united Force, to bleſe 
Th' almighty Author of their late Succeſs. 
And what is all the World ſubdu'd to this? 
1 The Grave ſets Bounds to ſublunary Bliſʒ; 
But there are Conqueſts to Great Ax A known, 
Above the Splendor of an Earthly Throne; 
Conqueſts! whoſe: Triumph is too great, within 
The ſcanty Bounds of Matter to begin; 
Too glorious to ſhine forth, till it has run 
Beyond this Darkneſs of the Stars and Sun, 
And ſhall whole Ages paſt be ſtill, ſtill but begun. J 
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 Hexorc Shades! whom War has ſwept away, 

Look down, and ſmile on this Auſpicious Day: 

Now boaſt your n to thoſe _ * 
ng ihr c aye 90g e 31 V7 


Wund or at 4 ne i ee 


deep into Eternity retire, Rur Ant 
Of greater Things than Peace or War enquite; IG 
Fully content, and uneoncertd, to know 
What farther paſſes in the World below. r 
Ine | | | Trax 


the Mord LANG BO. ñu 5 


11 


Tux Braveſt of Mankind ſhall now have Leave 
To die but once, nor piece- meal ſeek the Grave: 
On Gain or Pleaſure bent, we ſhall not meet 
Sad melancholy Numbers in each Street. 
(Owners of Bones diſpersd on Handrias Plain, 

Or waſting in the Bottom of the Main,) 

To turn us back from Joy, in tender Fur, 

Leſt it an Inſult of their Woes appear, 

And make us — ny that Wealth, their 
"Rods rod 0 het ods il , 

Perhaps preſervd, who ſtarve, or beg for Food, 

Devotion ſhall run pure, and diſengage 

From that ſtrange Fate of mixing Peace with 3 

On Heaven without a Sit we now may call, 

And guiltleſs to our Maker proftrate fall ; 

Be Chriſtians while we pray, nor in one Breath 

Ask Mercy for 2 for others Dea. | 


Bor O rn with Tranſport, Arts Reſtor'd, 


Which double Uſe to Britain ſhall afford J 

Secure her Glory purchas'd in the Field, 

And yet for future Peace ſweet Motives yield: 1 
| While 


m A, E IS T LE 2 


While ve contemplate; on the painted Wal, 
The preſſing Briton, and the flying Caul, 
In ſuch bright Images, ſuch living Grace, 10 
As leave great RarnaEL but the Second Place; 
Our Cheeks thall glow, our heaving ing riſe,” 
And martial Ardors ſparkle in gur Eyes; 
Much we hall triumph in our Battles 8 
| And yet conſent thoſe Battles prove our laſt ; 11 
Leſt, while in Arms for brighter Fame we ſtrive, þ 
Weloſe the Means to * that Fame alive. 
e eh * * 
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Ix, filent Groves the Birds delight to Gam... ro 


On ger the Margin of a ſecret Spring: | 
Now all is calm, ſweet Muſic-ſhall improve, 
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String, 


On babe Ganyals, „Men the Muſes ng? 18 
The Muſe, m 


With riſing gain my partial — Kt" 911922 
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the Lord Lansv$0wnt. Xiti 
The Thunder of the Battle ceasd to rar, 
Ere Greece her godlike Poets taught to ſaar; 
Rome's dreadful Foe, Great Hax NIBAL, was dead, 
And all her warlike Neighbours; round her bled; Y 
For Janvs ſhut, her I Pæans rung, 

Before, an Ovi, or a VIII ſung, 910 24 
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A thouſand various Forms the Muſe; may. wear, 
(A thouſand various Forms become the Fair;z) - 


pom 


But ſhines in none wich more Majeſtic Mein, 
Than when in State ſhe draws the purple Scene; 1 
Calls forth her Monarchs, bids her Heroes tage, 
And mourning Beauty melt the crouded Stage; 
Charms back Paſt Ages, gives to Britain's Uſe 

The nobleſt Virtues Time did &er produce ; 
Leaves fam'd Hiſtorians boaſted Art behind, 
They keep the Soul alone, and That's confin d, 
Sought out with Pains, and but by Proxy ſpeaks : 
The Hero's Preſence deep Impreſſion makes; "IEP 


The Scenes his Soul and Body reunite, Ws} 3 


: 


| Furniſh a Voice, produce him to the Sig Sht; 
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Make 
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Make our Cotemporary him that ſtood f . * 
High ãn Renown, perhaps before the Flood; 
Make Ns rox to this Age Advice afford, 

And Heron for our Service draw his Sword. 
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Mon Glory to an Author what can bring. 
Whence nobler Service to his Country ſpring, 
Than from thoſe Labours, which in Man's Deſpight, 
Poſſeſs him with a Paſſion for the Right? 
With honeft Magic make the Knave inclin c 
To pay Devotion to the virtuous Mind 
Thro' all her Til, and Dangers bid him rove, 
And with her Wants and Anguiſh fall in Love? 

— E Aid O32 3 9 92 „ a. | — 

Wno hears the godlike MonTzzuma groan,” | | 
And does not wiſh the glorious Pain his o.? 
Lend but your Underſtanding, and their Skil! 
Can domineer at Pleaſure oer your Will 
Nor is the ſhort-liv*d Conqueſt quickly paſt o 
Shame, if not Choice, will hold the Convert 


125 ; 
DIARY, : 
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_ the Lord LANG DOWN E. X 


Ho often have I ſeen the gen rous BoW w 
With pleaſing Force unlock a ſecret Soul, 
And ſteal a Truth, -which-ev'ry ſober Hour 
(The Proſe of Life) had kept within her Pow'r? 
The Grape victorious often has prevaib d. 
When Gold and Beauty, Racks and Tortures fail'd: 
Yet when the Spirit's Tumult was allay d. 
She mourn'd, perhaps, the Sentiment betray d 
But mourn'd too late, nor longer could den, 
And on her on Confeſſion charge the Lye. 
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Tuus they, whom neither the prevailing Love 
Of Goodneſs here, or Mercy from above, 
Or Fear of future Pains, or Human Laus 
Could render Advocates in Virtues Cauſe, 
Caught by the Scene have unawares;refign'd' 
Their wonted Diſpoſition of the Mind : 

By flow Degrees prevails the pleaſing Tale, 

As circling Glaſſes on our Senſes ſteal 3 

Till throughly by the Muſes Banquet warm d, 
The Paſlions'tofling; all the Soul alarm d. 

9 They 
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They turn mere Zealots fluſh'd with glorious Rage, 


Riſe in their Seats, and ſcarce forbear the Stage, 


Aſſiſtance to vrrongd Innocence to bring 


Or turn the Poiguard on ſome tyrant King. 


How can they oo to Villains ? how ſubſidde 
To Dregs of Vice, from ſuch a godlike Pride? 


Io ſpoiling Otphans how To-day return, 
0 Who wept laſt Night to ſee Modi MA 4 A mourn? 


In this gay School of Vittue whom ſo fit 


To govern, and controul the World of Wit, > bn 


As TALBOT, Lanspowne's Friend, has Britain 
known? 4 wet hue rp wade wag 4 2134” 
Him poliſhyd diol has call'd her Ou; $2 10. 
He in the Lap of Elegance was bred . 
And trac'd the Muſes to their Fountain Headz: 
But much we hope, he will; enjoy at Hone 


d Id 


What's nearer Antient than the Modern Rome. 


Nor fear I mention of the Court of France, 
When I the Britiſb Genius would advance 


There too has SukZwanunxr improv'd his Taſte!; - 


Yet ſtill we date invite him to our Feaſt; 


the Lord -LansDowns, vi 


For CoRxtiLilt's . Sake I ſhall my Thoughts 
ſuppreß und a 41) "7 * 


- 


Of Qggoxoxo, and preſume him leſs: ,, .. 1 7 


What tho? we wrong him? I8aBeLL a's Woe | 
Waters/thoſe Bays that ſhall for ever gro 


Ov Foes: confeſs, nor we the Praiſe refuſe, | - / 
The Drama-glories-in the Brizzþ Muſe. 
The French are delicate, and nicely lead. 
Of cloſe/Intrigue che Labyriutbian Thread; 
Our Genius more affects the Grand, than Fine, 
Our Strength can make the Great plain Action ſhine: 
They waiſe a great Cur'ofity indeed... 
From His dark Maze to ſee the Hero freed; 
We rouze th? Affections, and that Hero ſhow 7 
Gaſping beneath ſome formidable Blow : - 
They ſigh; we weep : The Gallic doubt and care; 
We heighten into Terror and Deſpair ; 
Strike home, the ſtrongeſt Paſſions boldly touch, 
Nor fear our Audience ſhould be pleas'd too much, 
What's Great in Nature we can Greatly draw, 
Nor thank for Beauties the Dramatic Law. 
Vor. I. 725 The 
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xvii 
The Fate of CæsAx is a Tale too my 
The fickle Gallic Taſte to entertain; 

Their Art would have perplex'd, and Ae 5 
The Golden Arras with gay Flow'rs of Love: | 
We know Heav'n made him a far greater Man, 
Than any Cæs AR, in a Human Plan, 
And ſuch we draw him, nor are too refin d, 
To ſtand affected with what Heav'n deſign'd. 
To claim Attention, and the Heart invade; | 
Sparepha 4 yy wrote the n the en 
Oni 3 too 3 betrays, 
»Tis Great CoxxzxiIIE at ev'ry Scene ann * 
On Nature's ſurer Aid BzrTANNIA balls, 
None think of SuAKESPEARE til the Curtain falls; 
Then with a Sigh returns our Audience home, 
From Venice, Egypt, . | Greece, or Rome. 
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France yields not to the Glory of our Lines, 
But manly Conduct of Our ſtrong Pcfigns; 1 
That oft they think more juſtly we muſt , 
TOs antient Grete a truer Senſe has wits . 

9 | .* Greece 
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be Lord LANS DOWN ER. Aix 


Greece thought but juſtly, they think juſtly too; 
We ſometimes err by ſtriving more to do. 
So well are RacixE's meaneſt Perſons taught, 
But change a Sentiment, you make a Fault: 
Nor dare we charge them with'the Want of Flame : 
When We boaſt more, we on Ourſelves to blame. 


| And yet in SnAKESFEARE ſomething ſtill I find, 
That makes me leſs eſteem all Humankind; 
He made One Nature, and Another found,” © 
Both in his Page with Maſter- ſtrokes abound : 
His Witches, Fairies, and Inchanted Ie, 
Bid us no longer at dur Nurſes ſmile 3' 7 0012 
Of loſt Hiſtorians we almoſt complain, 
Nor think it the Creation of his Brain. 
Who lives, when his OTHzLLo's in a Trance? 
With his Great TAL too, he Conquer: d France. 
Lone we may hope Brave TaLz07's Blood will 
ren”. ” ho 
In great Deſcendants, Su AK ESPEA NE has but One; 


An Ariceſtor of the Duke of Shrecbury, who Conquered 
Haute, drawn by SAX ETZAAR. 


b 2 And 
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And him, my Lord, ſerine: me not to name, 

But in kind Silence ſpare his Rival's Shame : — 
Yet I. in vain that Author would ſuppreſs, 

What cat be Greater, cannot be made Leſs : . 
Each Reader will defeat my fruitleſs Kim ↄ 
And to himſelf Great AAMRM NON name. 


Suu SHAKESPEARE, riſe unbleſs'd with 
Tarsor's Smile, n 298 gc 

Fes SHAKESPEARE'S Self would 0 this dre 
bl | * br Ile: 110 fl. 150i. DS 031 er, 11208 
But if that, reigning ne "TY l 
1 And kindly mix his Stn Rags wich Thive.s 4 51 
Een I, by far the meaneſt of your Age: 
i Shall not repent attend: hag for the Stage. 1 10 


*x 
5 , * » # * * „% © --= »f 3 * at . » F * + 1 4 
1 4 4. 8 * „10 * — 


Tas did che Will ee disllov, ad dn 
No Human Force could pluck the Golden Bough, 
Which leſt the Tree with Eaſe at Jovx's 
Command, rt 
And ſpare d the Labour of the weakeſt Hand, | 
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the Lord LAN GS DOWN E. xX 
Auspricrous Fate! that gives me Leave to write 
To you, the Muſes Glory and Delight; 
Who know to read, nor falſe Encomiums raiſe, 
And mortify an Author with your Praiſ e 
Praiſe wounds a noble Mind, when *tis not due, 
But Cenſure's Self will pleaſe, my Lord, from You ; 
Faults are our Pride and Gain, when you deſcend 
To point them out, and teach us how to mend. 
What tho the Great Man ſet his Coffers * 
That cannot gratify the Poet's Pride; 
Whoſe Inſpiration, if *tis truly good. 
Is beſt rewarded, when beſt underſtoo0. 
The Muſes write for Glory, - not for Gold, 
*Tis far beneath their Nature to be fold: 
The greateſt Gain is ſcprn*d; but as it ſerves Ne 
To ſpeak a Senſe of what the Muſe deſerves z | ' 
The Muſe, which from her LANSDOW] R fears no 
Wrong, F Ha ink N bei 
Beſt Judge, as well as Subject, of her Song. 
Should this great Theme allure me farther ſtill, 
And I preſume to uſe your Patience ill; 
To from r e o171i') 6 omnorBRY 
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The World would plead my Cauſe, and none but 
Will take Diſguſt at hat I now purſue: 

Since what is mean my Muſe can't raiſe, Ill chuſe 
A Theme that's able to exalt 0 Muſe.” 107 
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Fox: who, not void of eee. can GRANVILLE: 


Withous' . of his nta Flame? ** 


Whether we ſeek the Patriot, or the Friend, 
Let Bol ix ROxx, let Ax A recommend; 
Whether we. chuſe to love or to admire 
You melt __ denen ina the Ambitious _ 


— 4154 * 


Svcx native n e abourid, 
And ſuch familiar Glories ſpread around, 
As more incline the Stander- by to raiſe'” 
His Value for Himſelf, than You to praiſe. 
Thus You befriend the inet Heroic Way, 
Bleſs all, on none an Obligation laß 
So turn'd by Nature's Hand for all that's Well, 
Tis ſcarce a Virtue when You moſt Excel. 


Tuc 


the Lord LANS DOWN E. XXiii 


Tuo ſweet your Preſence, graceful is your Mein, 
You to be happy want not to be ſeen; 

Tho? priz'd in Public, you can ſmile Alone, 

Nor court an Approbation but your Own : 

In Throngs, not conſcious of thoſe Eyes that gaze 

In Wonder fix d, tho? reſolute to pleaſe 3 + 

You, were All blind, would (till deſerve Applauſe, 

The World's your Glory's Witneſs, not its Cauſe ; 
That lies beyond the Limits of the Day, 

Angels behold it, and their Gop obey. | 


You take Delight in Others Excellence, 
A Gift, which Nature rarely does diſpence:,, 
Of all chat breathe tis you, perhaps, alone By | 
Would be well pleas'd to ſee yourſelf outdone. 
You wiſh not. thoſe, who ſhew your Name Reſpect, 
So little Worth, as might excuſe Neglect; 
Nor are in Pain leſt Merit you ſhould know; 
Nor ſhun the Well-deſer ver as a Foez 
A troubleſome Acquaintance, that will claim 
To be well uod, or dye your Cheek with Shame. 

S wem an Ming ws dh b 
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| You wiſh your Country's Good; that told, ſo well 
Your Pow'rs are knowti, th Event need not tell. 
When Nxsrox ſpoke, none ask'd if he prevaibd; 
That God of ſweet Perſuaſion never fail'd: 
And ſuch great Fame had HzcTox's Valour wrought, 
Who meant lie Conquer'd, only ſaid he Fought. 
Wuen you, my Lord, to Sy lvan Scenes retreat, 
No Crouds around for Pleaſure, or for State, 
You are not caſt upon a Stranger Land, 
And wander penſive o'er the barren Strand; 
Nor are You by receiv'd Example taught. 
In Toys to ſhun the Diſcipline of Thougit: 
But unconfit'd by Bounds of Time and Place, 
You chuſe Companions from all Human Race gh 
Converſe with thoſe the Deluge ſwept away, 
Or thoſe i we is Burr anxra' J 1 4 
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Books not ſo much inform, as give coaſent a 
To thoſe Ideas your own Thoughts preſent; 
Tour only Gain from turning Volumes o'er, 36 04 
Is finding Cauſe to like yourſelf the more: 
In 


the Lord LAN S DOW NMT I wy: 


in Grecian Sages you are only taught L 
With more Reſpect to value your Own —_ 20 
Great TuLLy grew Immortal, while he drew 
Thoſe Precepts we behold alive in Tou: 
Your Life is ſo adjuſted to their Schools 
It makes that Hiſtory they meant for Rules. 
What Joy, what pleaſing Tranſport muſt ariſe 
Within your Breaſt, and life you to; the Skies, 
When in each learned Page that you unfold, 

Lou find ſome Part of your own Conduct told? 

so pleas'd, and ſo ſurpriz d Zin as ſtood, - ? 
And ſuch Triumphant Raptutes fir'd his Blood, 
When far from [Trojan Shores the Hero ſpyd 
His Story ſhining forth in all its Pride; 

Admit'd Himſelf,” and ſaw his Actions ſtand © 
The Praiſe and Wonder of a Foreign Land. 


H knows not half his Being, who's confin'd -- | 

In Converſe, and Reflection on Mankind: 

Your: Soul, which underſtands her Charter well, 

Diſdains impriſon'd by thoſe Skies to dwell ; 
Ranges 
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r _ nor waits the Paſſage a Grave. 
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Wurrn ——— a n 
When theſe high Cares your weary Thoughts duns, 
In Heav'nly'Numbers you. your Soul unbend, 
And for ycur Eaſe to deathleſs Fame deſcend. 


Te Kings! would Ye true Greatneſs underſtand, 


Read SgNeca grown. rich 1 GRANVILLE Hand. 
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Bzrozp the e Glgries of — Life compleat ! 
Still at a Flow, and permanently Great; 


New Moments ſhed new Pleaſures as they fly, 
And e e 1s, that you muſt Die. i ve 
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Tnus neden and el you to o the Seat 


Of Honour, and conftſꝭ d her Servant Great; 


Confeſs?d, not made him ſuch; for faithful Fame 
Her Trumpet twell'd long lance with Gaanviitek 
Name. (1 $139 Lie Wyo ol 


* Se his Ladſhips ran eren hidden 7 
 43W! bo as 60s A rus *. Sao wo . -Tho' 
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the Lord LANSDO WWA xNNν 


Tho you in Modeſty the Title wear, 
Your Name ſhall be the Title of your Heir; 
Farther than Ermin make his Glory Kno wͤä nn, 
And caſt in Shades the Favour of a Thñrone .:. 
From Thrones the Beam of high Diſtinction ** 
The Soul's Endowments from the KI Re of Kings. 
Lo One great Day calls forth Ten mighty Peers de 
Produce Ten GRAN vILIL ES in Five Thouſand ears; 
Anna, be Thou content to fix the Fate 
Of various Kingdoms, and controul the Great; 
| But O!] to bid thy GAAN VILLE brighter ſhine!i 
To him that gteat Prerogative reſign, 
Who the Sun's Height can raiſe at Pleaſure higb'r, 
His Lamp illumine, ſet his Flames on fire. 
; A Hoa 13 bes znoiio ly * 
_ Yer ſtill One Bliſs, One Glory 1 forbear, 
A darling Friand vhom near your Heart you wear 3 
That lovely Youth; my Lord hom yau muſt blame, 
That I grow thus familiar with your Name. 


Hes friendly, open, in his Conduct nice, 
Nor ſerve theſe Virtues to atone for Vice: © 
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Vice he has none, or ſuch as none with leſs, 
But Friends indeed, Good- nature in Excefs, 
Vou cannot boaſt the Merit of a Choice, 2 N 
In making him your Own, *twas Nature's Voice, 
Which calbd too loud by Man to be withſtood, 
Pleading a Tye far nearer than of Blood; 
Simititude of Manners, ſuch a Mind, 

As makes you leſs the Wonder of Mankind. 
Such Eaſe his common Converſe recommends, - * 
As he neer felt a Paſſion, but his Friend's ; 

| Yet fix*d his Principles, beyond the Force 

Of all beneath the Sun, to bend his Courſe. ® 


wh © . 


Tuus the tall Cedar, beautiful and fair, 

Flatters the Motions of the wanton Air; 

Salutes each paſſing Breeze with Head reclin'd 3. 
Fhe pliant Branches dance in ev'ry Wind: Nea A 
But fx d the Stem her upriglit State maintains, 
And — of the North dildains. v1.) | + 


* 


How, are Lou bleſs'd i in ſuch a matchleſs F riend? 
Alas! with Me che Joys of Friendſhip end „ 
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* His Lordſhip" $ Wenn, who tool Orders. 0 
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te Lord LANs B OE. axxix 


O HAAAIso I muſt, I will complain; 
Tears ſooth the Souls Diſtreſs,” tho* ſhed in vain; 
Didſt Thou return, and bleſs thy native Shore 
With welcome Peace, and is my Friend no more? 
Thy Task was early done, and I'muſt ]wm 
Death kind to Thee, but ah! to Thee alone. 
But tis in Me a Vanity to mourn, | 

The Sorrows of the Great thy Tomb me ; 
STRAFFORD and./BoLtwGBROKE the Loſs perceive, 
They ne e Grave. 
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Wir TH raking 3 1. a nen Mind... rb 
I Night to Day in painful Journey join d. 
When firſt inform'd, of his approaching Fate, 
But reach'd the Partner of my Soul too late: 
'T was paſt, his Cheek was cold, that tuneful Tongue, 
Which Vis charm'd with its melodious Song, 
Now languiſh'd,” wanted: Strength to ſpeak his Pain, | 
Scarce rais'd a feeble Groan, and ſunk. again : 
Each Art of Life, in which he bore 2 Rs | 
Shot like an Ads thro? my bleediig Heart. 

To 
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To what ſerv id all his promis'd Wealth and * 


ory more to load that moſt m Hour? 
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-— Mita ftill prevail'd the Greatelbihchi Mindy 


That not in Health, or Life itſelf confin d, 
Felt thro' his Mortal Pangs Bx1TAnNT a's Peace, 


Mounted to Joy, and ſmil'd in Death's Embrace: 


4 5 & ih 4 : E 
K $5395.65 * nt 4 181002 | {4 10 k # 


— 


102 v1 1 


n Spircnow Wann wr, L114 AT "A 


He graſps my Hand, his ſwimming — roll 
My Hand he graſps, and enters in My Soul; 
Then with a Gtoan Support me, Ol beware 


Of ., bowever e too o Dear?'® 
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PARDON, my: Lord, * n of * LES 


That in ur 


TO better Far your Love I recommend, 
Ol may Tou never * 4 * a Friend? 
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The Author here bevlh — moſt | ingenious Gentleman, 
Mr. Wr Hax 150N, Fellow of * Oron. 


a a "4 May 


f\ 
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the Lord 14 XXI 


May 4 interrupe your happy Hours ; 

Enjoy the Bleſſings Peace on Europe ſhowers : 

Nor yet diſdain thoſe Bleſſings to adorn; | 

To make the Muſe Immortal You was born. .* | 
Sing z and in lateſt Time, when Story's dark, 

This Period your ſurviving Fame ſhall mark; 

Save from the Gulph of Years this glorious Age, 
And thus Illuſtrate their Hiſtorian's Page. 


Tux Crown of Spain in doubtful Balance hung, 
And Anna Britain ſway'd, when Granyitze 
1 & Sung : | % 

That noted Year Euroea ſheath'd her Sword, 
When this Great Man was firſt ſaluted Lok p. 
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MADAM, | 
Y only Title to the great Honour I now 
do myſelf, is the Obligation I have for- 
merly received from Your Royal Indulgence; 
which I remember with the utmoſt Grati- 
tude. I was indeed uncaſy, till 1 had bethought 
myſelf of ſome Means of relieving my Heart, by 
exprefling its Acknowledgment, My Inclina- 
tion carried me to Poetry; Your Virtues deter- 
mined me to facred Poetry above all other; and 
in that Kind there is no Subject more exalted 
and affecting, than this which I have choſen. Its 
very firſt Mention ſnatches away the Soul to the 
Borders of Eternity, ſurrounds it with Wonders, 
opens to it on every Hand the moſt ſurpriſing 
Scenes of Awe and Aſtoniſhment, and terminates 
its View with nothing leſs than the Fulneſs of 
Glory, and the Throne of God. | 
Bor this may ſeem a very improper Seaſon 
for any Thing of ſo grave and folemn, a Nature 
to preſent itſelt before You, and mingle with the 
Gaiety andSplendor of Univerſal Joy and Thank(- 
giving: Yer if we conſider that the Thoughts 
which You will meet in the following Pages, are. 
ſuch as are ever uppermoſt in Your own Heart; 
| "A 3 _— = 


ww DEDICATION. 
and that, in all Probability, thoſe Great Bleſſings, 
which Your People now enjoy, are the Reward 
of that Religious Bent of Mind, and Virtuous 
Diſpoſition in their Prince ; I hope That may 
ſeem leſs Foreign and Unſeaſonable, which is the 
Root of the Felicity now flouriſhing among Us, 
and ſhedding its ripened Fruits on our Land. 
Trey are Strangers to your Majeſty, who 
think, when they write to the Britiſb Throne, 
that Victories and Triumphs muſt be their con- 
ſtant Theme; they know not there is ſomething 
You hold much Dearer than either your Fortune 
or your Glory. They have not attended to Your 
Unbounded Charities ; they have not heard of 
Your Royal Care and Generofity to thoſe who 
ferve at the Holy Altar; they never ſufficiently 
admired Your Reſolution of building magnifi- 
cently to the Lord, and ſetting wide the Gates 
of Salvation: In a Word, they are ſtill co be in- 
formed, that prudentCouncilsand ſucceſsfulArms, 
well-ordered States, and humbled Foes, are only 
the ſecond Glories of Your moſt Illuſtrious Reign. 
- IT is, Madam, a Proſpect truly great, to be- 
hold You ſeated on your Throne, ſurrounded 
with Your Faithful Councillors, and Mighty 
Men of War, iſſuing forth Commands to Your 
own People, or giving Audience to the Great 
Princes and Powerful Rulers of the Earth. Bur 
why ſhould we confine Your ny here? Iam 
- pleaſed to fee You riſe from this lower World, 
ſoating above the Clouds, paſſing the Firſt and 
Second Heavens, leaving the fixed Stars behind 


| You; nor will I loſe You there, but keep You | 


ſtill in View thro' the boundleſs Spaces on the 
other 


DEDICATION. v 
other Side of Creation, in Vour Journey toward 
Eternal Bliſs, till I behold the Heaven of Hea- 
vens open, and Angels receiving, and conveying 
You ſtill onward from the Stretch of my Imagi- 
nation, which tires in her Purſuit, and falls back 
again to the Earth. (i | 

WHrar a Panegyrick is it on Human Nature 
to conſider, that it ſhall come to paſs in ſome fu- 
ture Time, thro' which the Thread of Your Exi- 
ſtence ſhall run, that YouYourſelf may forget this 
Glorious Year, or make its Remembrance only 
ſerve by Compariſon to recommend ſuperior Ho- 
nours, and more ſplendid Renown ? Let us trem- 
ble at the Power of God, and adore the Profu- 
fion of his Goodnoſs on us his Creatures! We 
behold thee, O Queen ! Greater in Peace and 
War, Great in thy Alliance, Great 1n thyſelf ; 
We ſee Thee bleſſing thy People, and compoſing 
the Strifes of Europe; We ſurvey Thee in this. 
full Light, this Blaze of Sublunary Greataeſs, 
and own Thy Glory is not yet begun. 

Sucx Thoughts might appear too warm and 
affected on another Occaſion ; but they are ſo na- 
tural to him who preſents fuch a Theme to ſuch 
a QueEeN, that they are not without Violence to 
be ſuppreſſed. When at Your Royal Leiſure 
You turn over the following Sheets, if you find 
any Thing that encourages Virtue, or diſheartens 
Vice, let it intercede for Pardon of my many 
Defects and Errors. 1 | 

TrarT Your Reign may be as Pious as it is 
Glorious, and give Poſterity as many Inſtances of 
exemplary Virtue and Religion, as it will of emi- 
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nent Talents, and extraordinary Capacities ; that 
it may not only ſhine in Hiſtory, and be Great 
in the Annals of the Earth, but alſo be ſet down 
in the Obſervation of Angels, and with diſtin- 
guiſhed Characters be written in the Book of 
Life, to give Joy at the GREAT Dax; is the 


conſtant Pra yer of him who is, as moſt particu- 


r obliged to be, 


Your MajgsTry's 


Mot Humble, 
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And Moſt Obedient Subject, 


Bb 
Io. 


EpwarDd YOUNG, 
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N OW let the Atheiſt tremble ; Thou alone 
Canſt bid his conſcious Heart the Godbead own. 


Whom ſhalt Thou not reform? O thou haſt ſeen, 


How God deſcends to judge the Souls of Men. 
Thou heard'ſt the Sentence how the Guilty mourn, 


Driven out from God, and never muſt return 


rr more, behold ten thouſand Thunders fall, 
And ſudden Vengeance wrap the flaming Ball: 
When Nature ſunk, when every Bolt was hurl'd, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the boundleſs Ruins of the World. 


Wren guilty Sodom felt the burning Rain, 
And Sulphur fell on the devoted Plain ; 
The Patriarch thus the fiery Tempeſt paſt. 
Wich pious Horror vie wd the deſart Waſte z 
The reſtleſs Smoke ſtill wav'd its Curls around, 


For- ever riſing from the glowing Ground. 
A4 Bur 


" - 


T Dr. YOUNG. 


Bur tell me, oh! what heav'nly Pleaſure tell, 
To think ſo greatly; and deſcribe ſo well ! 

Ho waſtthou pleas d the wondrous Theme to try, 
And find the Thought of Man could riſe ſo high? 
Beyond this World the Labour to purſue, 

And open all Erxzzmity to View? | 


Bur thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Heaven's holy Dictates in exalted Verſe: 
O thou haſt Power the harden'd Heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charm z 
To fix the Soul on God ; to teach the Mind 
To know the Dignity of Human-kind ; | | 
By ſtricter Rules well-govern'd Life to ſcan, 
And practiſe o'er the Angel in the Man, 


T. WrarToN, 


To 


To a Lady with the LAST DA x. 


M AD AM. 


E RE, facred Truths, in lofty Numbers told, 
H The Proſpect of a future State unfold: 
The Realms of Night to mortal View diſplay, 
And the glad Regions of eternal Day, 
This daring Author ſcorns, by vulgar Ways 
Of guilty Wit, to merit worthleſs Praiſe. 
Full of her glorious Theme, his tow'ring Muſe, 
With gen'rous Zeal a nobler Fame purſues : 
Religion's Cauſe her raviſh'd Heart inſpires, 
And with a thouſand bright Ideas fires ; 
Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing Eye, 
O'er the ſtrait Limits of Mortality, 
Io boundleſs Orbs, and bids her fearleſs ſoar, 
Where only MIL rom gain'd Renown before; 
Where various Scenes alternately excite 


Amazement, Pity, Terror, and Delight. 


Tnus did the Muſes fing in early Times, 
*Ere ſkill'd to flatter Vice, and varniſh Crimes: 
Their Lyres were tun'd to virtuous Songs alone, 
End the chaſte Poet, and the Prieſt, were One, 
But now forgetful of their Infant State, 
3 They ſooth the wanton Pleaſures of the Great: 
And from the Preſs, and the licentious Stage, 
With luſcious Poiſon taint the thoughtleſs Age; 
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On Dr. YouNG's LAST DAY. 


Deceirfal Charms attract our wond'ring Eyes, 


And ſpecious Ruin unſuſpected lies. 
So the rich Soil of India's blooming Shores, 
Adorn'd with laviſh Nature's choiceſt Stores, 


Where Serpents lark, by Flowers conceal'd from 
Sight, 
Hides fatal Danger under gay Delight. 


T xs purer Thoughts from groſs Allays cefin'd, 
With heav'nly Raptures elevate the Mind ; 
Not fram'd to raiſe a giddy ſhort-liv'd Joy, 
Whofe falſe Allurements, while they pleaſe,deſtroy; 
But Bliſs reſembling that of Saints above, 
Sprung from the Viſion of th' Almighty's Love: 
Firm, ſolid Bliſs, for - ever great and new, 
The more tis known, the more admir'd like Vou; 
Like You, fair Nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing Sweetneſs, unaffected Wit, 
And all the Glories of your ſparkling Race, 
While inward Virtues heighten ev ry Grace. 
By theſe ſecured, you will with Pleaſure read 
Of future Judgment, and the rijing Dead; 
Of Time's grand Period, Heav'n and Earth &erthrown, 
And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous Groan. 
Theſe, when the Stars and Sun ſhall be no more, 
Shall Beauty to your ravag'd Form reſtore : 
Then ſhall You ſhine with an immortal Ray, 


Improv'd by Death, and brighten'd by Decay, 


m_— T. TaisrRAu. 


T. O 


5 


Toi. TO UNTS, 
On his Loft Day, and Univerſal Paſſion. 


N D muſt it be as thou haſt ſung, 
A Celeſtial Bard, ſeraphic Youxc? 
Will there no T race, no Point be found 
Of all this ſpacious glorious Round? - 
Yon Lamps of Light, muſt they decay ? 
On Nature's Self Deſtruction prey ? 
Then Fame, the moſt immortal Thing 
Ev*n thou can'ſt hope, is on the Wing. 
Shall NewToNn's Syſtem be admir'd, "4 
When Time and Motion are expir'd ? : 3 
Shall Souls be curious to explore | 
Who rul'd an Orb that is no more? 
Or ſhall they quote the pictur'd Age, 
From Pop E's and Thy corrective Page, 
When Vice and Virtue loſe their Name 
In deathleſs joy, or endleſs Shame? 3 
While wears away the grand Machine, 
The Works of Genius ſhall be ſeen ? 


Beyond, what Laurels can there be, 


For HonRR, Hoz act, Port, or Tuze?. 
Thro? 


— —_— — — — — 1 
— — — — — — * 2 -—- — 
Kö;  ——— ————— as — — 

— 4 — — "Iz — 4 
nk ae — — 2 * - 


RS 
" + Iv. .. 


ak, a tt —— — — Ng Ar rms — —— — 
— CLIP. 8 5 * - 
- —— — 2 - . 


— — i — 1 
a * mug 5 8 — * 4 
as ae Wd” 7 rw 1 Las 0 — 
A —— Ax— — r 2 
* 2 . 
- 


\ 


| To Dr. Y OUNG. 
Thro* Life we chaſe, with fond Purſuit, 
What mocks our Hope, like Sodom's Fruit: 


And ſure, thy Plan was well deſign'd, 


To cure this Madneſs of the Mind ; 


Firſt, beyond Time our Thoughts to raiſe; 


Then laſh our Love of tranſient Praiſe. 
In voth, we own thy Doctrine juſt ; 
And Fame's a Breath, and Men are Duſt. 


8 J. Baxcxs. 


1736. 


THE 


THE 


LAST DAN. 


BOOK I. 


8 „„ 


Ipſe Pater media nimborum in noe, coriſca 
Fulmina molitur Dextra; quo maxima motu 

Terra tremit, fugere ſeræ, & mortalia corda 

Per gentes, humilis ſtravit pavor.— VIC. 
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HI L E others ſing the Fortune of the Greatz 
Empire and Arms, and all the Pomp of State; 


With Britain's Hero # ſet their Souls on fire, 
And grow immortal as his Deeds inſpire ; 

I draw a deeper Scene : A Scene that yields 
A louder Trumpet, and more dreadful F ield ; 


„The Duke of Marx1.B0R0UGH, 


o 


The 


14 The LAST DAY. Bock I. 


The World aka. both Earth and Heav'n o'er- 


thrown, 
And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous Groan ; 
Death's-antient Sceptre broke, the teeming Tomb, 
The Righteous Judge, and Man's Eternal Doom. 


* Aw a i 4 


Twixr Joy and Pain I view the bold Deſign, 
And aſk my anxious Heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done, 
Within the Sight of conſcious Stars or Sun, 

Is far beneath my Daring : I look down 

On all the Splendors of the Britiſp Crown. 

This Globe is for my Verſe a narrow Bound; 
Attend me all ye glorious Worlds around! 
0 all ye Angels, howſocer digjoin'd, 

Ofe every various Order, Place, and Kind, 
Hear and aſſiſt a feeble Mortal's Lays, 
Tis your Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe. 


Bur chiefly Thou, Great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe Throne Archangels proſtrate fall; 


If 


If 


Book 1. The LAST DAY. | 2c 


If at thy Nod, from Diſcord, and from Night ' 
Sprang Beauty, and yon ſparkling Worlds of Light, 
Exalt &en me; all inward Tumults quell ; 

The Clouds and Darkneſs of my Mind diſpel 3 

To my great Subject Thou my Breaſt inſpire, 


And raiſe my labouring Soul with equal Fire. 


Max bear thy Brow aloft, view every Grace 
In God's great Offspring, beauteous Nature's Face: 


See Spring's gay Bloom; ſee golden Autumn's Store; 


See how Earth ſmiles, and hear old Ocean roar. 

Leviathans but heave their cumb'rous Mail, 

It makes a Tide, and Wind-bound Navies ſail. 

Here, Foreſts riſe, the Mountains awful Pride 5 

Here, Rivers meaſure Climes, and Worlds divide: 

There, Vallies fraught with Gold's reſplendeat Seeds, 

Hold Kings, and Kingdoms Fortunes in their Beds: 

There, to the Skies, aſpiring Hills aſcend, 

And into diſtant Lands their Shades extend. 

View Cities, Armies, Fleets; of Fleets the Pride, 

See Europe's Law, in Albion's Channel ride. 
py. View 
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16 Te LAST DAY. Boon I. 


View the whole Earth's vaſt Landſkip unconfin'd, 
Or view in Britain all her Glories join'd, 


Tux let the Firmament thy Wonder raiſe; 
T will raiſe thy Wonder, but tranſcend thy Praiſe. 
How far from Eaſt to Weſt? The labouring Eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure Bounds deſcry: 
Wide Theatre! where Tempeſts play at large, 
And God's Right Hand can all its Wrath diſcharge. 
Mark how thoſe radiant Lamps inflame the Pole, 
Call forth the Seaſons, and the Year controul : 
They ſhine thro? Time, with an unalter'd Ray: 
See This grand Period riſe, and That decay : 
So vaſt, This World's a Grain; yet Myriads grace 
With Golden Pomp the throng'd Ethereal Space; 
o bright, with ſuch a Wealth of Glory ſtord, 
»Tuere Sin in Heathens not to have ador'd. 


How great, how firm, how ſacred All appears! 
How worthy an immortal Round of Years! _ 

| Yer all muſt drop, as Autumn's ſicklieſt Grain, 
And Earth and Firmament be ſought in vain: 
| The 


3 


Boon l. Tb LAST DAV 17 


The Tract forgot where Conſtellations ſnone, 
Or where the SruAkrs fill'd an awful Throne: 
Time ſhall be lain, all Nature. be deſtroy d, 


Nor leave an Atom in the mighty Void. 
Ge 8 ' : | E- n — a KM 


Soonzs, or later, in ſome future Date 
(A dreadful Secret in the Book of Fate) 
This Hour, for aught all sunt Wikdow! laws,” 


© | Or when ten thouſand Harveſts more have roſe 1 


When Scenes are chang'd on this revolving Earth, 
Old Empires fall, and give new Empires Birth: 
While other Bourbons rule in other Lands, 
And (if Man's Sin forbids not) other Au EB: 
While the ſtill buſy World is treading oder 
The Paths they trod five thouſand: Years before, 
Thoughtleſs as thoſe who Now Life's Mazes run, 
Of Earth difloly'd, or an extinguiſh'd Sun. 
(XE Sublunary Worlds, awake, awake! 
Ye Rulers of the Nations hear and ſhake!) - | | 
Thick Clouds of Darkneſs ſhall ariſe on Day; 
In ſudden Night all Earth's Dominions lay; 
27 'B Im- 


is We LAST DAT. Boord, © 


Impetuous Winds the ſcatter d Foreſtsrend ; 
Eternal Mountains like their Cedars, bend; 
The Valleys yawn, the troubled Ocean roar, _ 
And break the Bondage of his wanted Shore; 

A ſanguine Stain the Silver Moon o'erſpread ; 
Darkneſs the Circle. of the Sun invade 3 

From inmoſt Heav'n inceſſant Thunders roll, 
And che og Bcho bond from Pole to ele. 


Wann 15 * 5 e one — 
In Cloud, one half to mortal Eye rereabd, 
Shall pour a dreadful Note: The piercing Call, 
Shall rattle in the Centre of the Ball 3 
Thi extended Circuit of Creation make, 
The Living die with Fear, the. Dead awake. £1 
On pow'rful Blaſt! to which no equal Sound 
Did &er the frighted Ear of Nature wound, 
Tho rival Clarions have been ftrain'd' on high, 
And kindled Wars Immortal thro the Sky, 


Tho? God's whole Enginry diſcharg'd, and all 


| The Rebel Angels bellow'd in their Ball. 


Havr 
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Have Angels fint'd ? and ſhall not Man beware? 
How ſhall a Son of Earth decline the Snare? 

Not folded Arms, and Slackneſs of the Mind, 
Can promiſo for the Safety of Mankind: 
None ard ſupinely Good: Three Care and Pain, 
And various Atta, the ſttep Aſtont we gain- 
This is the Scene of Combat, not of Reſt, 

Man's is laborious Happineſs at heſt? 
On this Side Death his Dangers never ceaſe, 
His Joys are Joys of Conqveſt, not of Peace. 


Ir then, obſequious to the Will of Fate, 

And bending to the Terms of human State, 

When guilty Joys invite us to their Arms, 

When Beauty fmiles, or Grandeur ſprends her Charms, 

The conſtious Soul would This great Scene diſplay, 

Call down th? Immortal Hoſts im dtead Array. 

The Trumpes ſound, the Chriſtian Banner ſpread, 

And raiſe from ſilent Graves the trembling Dend. 
Such deep Impreſſion would the Picture make, 

No Pow r on Earth her fim Reſolve could ſhake ; 
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Engigid with Angels renwould reti and, 
And look regardleſs down on Sea and Land; |} 
Not ,proffer'd Worlds her Ardour could reſtrain, | 
And Death might ſhake his threatning Launce in vain z 
Her certain Conqueſt would endeat the Fight, 1 
And Danger ſerve but to ſupply Delight. 
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Ixs RV TED thus to ſnun the fatal Spring, 

Whence flow the Terrors of that Day I ſing; 
More boldly we our Labours may purſue, 
And all the dreadful Image ſet to view. 


6 
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Tux ſparkling Eye, che ſleek and painted Breaſt, 
The burniſt d Scale, curl d Train, and riſing Creſt, 
All that is lovely in the noxious Snake, 
Provokes our Fear, and bids us fly the Brake "0 
The Sting once drawn, his guiltleſs Beauties riſe 
In pleaſing Luſtre, and detain our Eyes; 
We view with Joy, what once did Horror move, 
And ſtrong Averſion ſoftens into Love. 


i. lie . & — 


T Say 


IG | 
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Sar then, my Muſe, whom diſmal Scenes delight,” l 

Frequent at Tombs, and in the Realms of shes = 

Say, melancholy Maid, if bold to dare 5 

The laſt Extremes of Terror and Deſpair; 

Oh ſay, what Change on Earth) what Heart in Man. 

This blackeſt Moment ſince the World began. 

* 

An mournful Turn! the bliſsful Earth who late 

At Leiſure on her Axle rolFd in State; 

While thouſand golden Planets knew no _ ef 

Still onward in their circling Journey preſt; Pars 

A grateful Change of Seaſons ſome to _ 

And ſweet Viciſſitude of Fall and Spring: 

Some tliro* vaſt Oceans to conduct the Keel, 

And ſome thoſe watry Worlds to ſink, or ſwell : 

Afound her ſome their Splendors to diſplay,” 

And gild her Globe with tributary Day: 

This World fo great, of Joy the bright Abode,” 

Heav'n's darling Child, and Fav'rite of her God, 

Now looks an Exile from ker Father's Care, * 

Deliver d &er to Darkneſs and Deſpair. 1 
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No Sun in radiant Glory ſhines on highs 
No Light; but from the Terrors of the Sẽk yx ?: 
Fall'n are her Mountains, her fam'd Nivers — 
And all into a fecond Chaos taſt: N 
One oniverſal Ruin aa bed: Vat o 20 
Nothing is ſafe beneath the Throne of Gd. 
% 
Svon, Earth, chyFate: What then canſt thou afford 
To eee and ſupport thy guilty Lord? 
Man, haughty Lord of all beneath the "IR AW 
— muſt he bend his Souls Ambition down? 
Proſtrate the Reptile own, and diſavo - 
His boaſted Stature, and aſſuming Brow? r 
Claim Kindred with the Clay, and curſe his Ferm, 
That ſpeaks Diſtinction from his Siſter Worm? 
What dreadful Pangs the trembling Heart invade? © 
Lord, why doſt thou forſake, whom thou haft made? 
Who © can ſuſtain thy Anger | ? who can ſtand 0 
Beneath the Terrors of thy lified Hand? 
It flies the Reach of Thought; Oh fave me} Por 
Of Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous: Hour } || 
Thou 


* 


Boon 1. The LAB T DAY, 23 


Thou, who beneatli the Frown of Fate haſt 60d, 
And in thy dreadful Agotiy ſweat Blood 3 
Thou, who for me thro? every throbbing Vein | 
Haſt felt the keeneſt Edge of mortal Pan; 
Whom Death led Captivt thre the Realms below,” | 
And taught thoſe hottid"Myſteries of Woe z 
Defend me, O my God l Oh fiveme; Powr 
Of Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous Hour! 
buon! Kalt ts Welt ey ay hm Pol Li, 
Imploring Shelter from the Wrath Divine z - | 
Beg Flames to wrap, or whelming Seas to ſerp, 5 
Or Rocks to yawn compaſfionately deep: 
Seas caſt the Monſter forth to meet his Doom, 
And Rocks but priſon up ſor Wrath to come. 


So fares a Traytor to an earthly Crown; 
While Death fits threat ning in his Prince's Frown, 
| His Hearts diſmay'd ; and now his Fears nt 
To change his native for a diſtant Land: 5 
Swift Orders fly, the King's ſevere Decree 
3 and locks up the Sea; 
B 4 The 


— 


J 


Th Port. he ene Aan n uo! 
Hurls back the Rebel to his lifted Sw rd. 
%% Side en [9 ien: Deleo 1 


| "i "ink this i ale Toil to men __ 

This, Time 1 thrown away? Uno! / 
Words all in, vain . ba 
The Height of Eloquence would make it leſs: 
Heav' ns ele cake good. Mpn trembleys 0 20 


Av 1 aaf. Da? and maſt therecome 
A Sure, a Fix'd; Inexorable Doom? anlaen 


| Anbition ſwell, and. thy. proud Sails 3 1 851 


Take all the Winds that Vanity can blow 610 


Wealth, on a golden Mountain blazing ſtand , 


And reach an India forth in either Hands 
Spread all thy Purple Cluſters, tempting Vine, 

And Thou, more, dreaded Foe, bright Beguly ſhine ; 
Shide All; in all 1 * 
That all, in all your, Charms, I may deſpiſe, 
While I mount upward on a ſtrong, Deſire, er 
Borne, like Elijab, in a Car of Fire. 


\ 


In hopes of Glory to be quite involvꝰ di! 
To ſmile at Death to long to be diſſolyꝰd i! 
From our Decays a Pleaſure to receive! 
And kindle into Tranſport at a Grave? 
| What{quals-This?. And ſhall the Victor non 
Boaſt The proud Laurels on his loaded Brow -r?ꝰ? 
Religion! Oh thou Cherub, heavenly bright! 

Oh Joys unmix d, and fathomleſs Delight! 


- 
> 4 


* 


Thou, thou art All ; nor find I in the whole T. 


Creation yo but God Dy own Soul. 


9 
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b Bow ever n my Soul, eu God adore, ' 
Nor let the brute Creation praiſe him more. 
Shall Things inanimate my Conduct blame, 


And fluſh my conſcious Cheek with ſpreading Shame? 


They all for him purſue, or quit their End; 


In ſolid Heaps th* unfrozen Billows ſtand, 
To Reſt and Silenee aw'd by his Command : 
Nay, the dire Monſters that infeſt the Flood, 
By Nature dreadful; and a- thirſt for Blood, 


The mounting Flames their burning Pow'r ſuſ _ * 


— 
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His Will can calm, their favage Tempers bind, : 
And turn to mild Proteftors of Mankind, © 
Did not the Prophet this great Truth maintain 
In the deep Chambers of the gloomy Mainz; 
When Darkneſs round him all her Horrors ſpread, . 
And the Sea bellow*& Ger his finking Head.) 
leh ane ana) ben: O trons 7! 
Wuzn nowthe Thunder roars, the Lightning flies, 
And all the watring Winds tumultuous riſes | 1 - 
When now the foaming Surges'toft on high, 
Diſcloſe the Sands beneath, and touch the Sky; 
When Denth draws near, the Mariners aghaſt, 
Look back wich Terror on their Actions paſt: 
Their Courage ſickens into deep Dima, 
Their Hearts thro* Fear and Anguiſh melt aẽ Cry; 
Nor Tears, nor Prayers, the Tempeſt cin appenſes 
Now they devote their Treaſure to the Seas yt i 
| Unload their ſhatter'd Barque, tho'-richly fraught,” ' | 
And think the Hopes of Life are cheaply bought | 
With Gems and Gold z but oh, the Storm fo high! | 
Nor Gems nor Gold the Hopes of Life ean buy. 


| 5 
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Tas trembling Prophet then, themſelves to fie, 
They headlong plunge into the briny Wave; 
Down he deſcends, and booming oer his Head 
The Billows cloſe ; | he's number'd with the Dead. 
(Hear, O ye Juſt! attend, ye Virtuous Few! 
And the bright Paths of Piety purſue ) 
Lo! the great Ruler of the World from _— 
Looks ſmiling down with a propitious Eye, 
Covers his Servant with his gracious Hand,” | 
And bids tempeſtuous Nature ſilent ſtand 3 11 
Commands the peaceful Waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a ſoft Embrace: 


[ He bridles in the Monſters of the Deep, 

> The bridled Monſters awful Diſtance keep ; 

| Forget their Hunger, while they view their Prey; 
* And gyiltleſs gaze, and round the Stranger play. 
F Bur ſtill ariſe new Wonders; Nature's Lord 

* Sends ſorth into the Deep his pow'rful Word, 


And calls the great Leviathan : The great 
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_ Exylts for Joys and with a mige Bound 


Makes the Sea ſhake, and Heav'n and Earth GT 
Blackens the Waters with the riſing Sand, 


| Aae vaſt Billows-to-the diſtant Land. 


oo ; . F 6 _ PF 
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As yawns an Earthquake, its Air 
Struggles for Vent, and lays the Centte bare, 
The Whale erpands his Ja us enormous Size: 
The P rophet vieys the Cavern with Surprize vo 


| Meaſures his monſtruus Teeth afar deſcry d, 


And rolls his wondring Eyes from Side to Side: 
Then takes Poſſeſſion of the ſpacious Scat. 
And fails ſecure within the dark Freitas = ibid 2E 
endl ward tiius ata ac ifs ont 
Now is he pleasꝰd the Northern Blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid Mountains voic uf Fear: bu 
Or falls immerſt into the Depths belew, 
Where the dead filent Waters never flow; 


To the Foundations of the Hills convey d. 


Dwells in the ſhelving Mountains dreadful Shade: 
Where Plummet never reach d, he draws his Breath, 


And glides ſerenely thro? the Paths of Death. 


Two 
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Two wondrows Days oy . thro? 1 


p; 


| Groy 75 95 $; * 
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Thro' Labyrinchs of Rocks, and Sands he roves : 

When the third Morning with its level Rays 
The Mountains gilds, and on the Billows plays, 
It ſees the King of Waters riſe, Fer nn —— 


His ſacred Gueſt un-injur'd on the Shore: PER 
A Type of that great Bleſſing, which = Muſe 
In her next Labour ardently purſues. 
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Ae hope, that the Departed will riſe again from 


the Duſt : After which, like the Gods, ay will 


be Immortal, 


* 


TOW Man awakes, and from his ſilent Bed, 
Where he has ſlept for Ages, lifts his Head; 
Shakes off the Slumber of ten thouſand Years, 
And on the Borders of new Worlds appears. 
Whate' er the bold, the raſh Adventure coſt, 
In wide Eternity I. dare be loſt. 

The Muſe is wont in narrow Bounds to ſing, 
To teach the Swain, or celebrate the King. 
I graſp the Whole, no more to Parts confin'd, 
Fliſt my Voice, and ſing to Human Kind : 


T ſing 


* 
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I bag to Men and Angels 3 Angels join, 
While ſuch the Theme, their acre Song withraine 


fo her oh Trumpers 3 Sound 9 85 
Rolls the wide Circuit of Creation round, 
An univerſal Concgurſe to prepare 
Of all that ever breath d ho rink Airs 
In ſome wide Field, which active Whirlwinds freep, 
Drive Cities, Foreſts, Mountains to the Deep, 
To ſmooth and lengthen out th* unbounded Space, 
And ſpread an Area for all Human Race. 


Now Monuments prove faithful to theic Truſt, 
And render back their long committed Duſt. 
Now Charnels rattle ; ſcatter'd Limbs, and all 
The various Bones obſequious to the Call, 34 
| Self-mov'd advance 3 the Neck. perhaps to mο⏑ỹj᷑ẽẽ 
The diſtant Head, the diſtant Legs the Feee. 
Dreadful to view, fee through the dusky Sky 
Fragments of Bodies in Confuſion fly, 

To diſtant Regions journeying, there to claim 
3 — 3 
| Warn 
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Wann the World che to Rome's ae 
Sword. 2 

Rome bow d to PoE y, and confeſs her Lord. 
Yet one Day loſt, this Deity below | 
Became the Seorn'and-Pity of his Foe. 7 * 
His Blood a Traitor's Sacrifice was made, 
And ſmoak'd indignant on a RuMan's Blade. 
No Trumpet's Sound, no gaſping, Army 8 Tell, 
Bid with due Horror his great Soul farewel. 
Obſcure his Fall!, all welt'ring i in his Gore, 
His Trunk was caſt to periſh on the Shore! 
While Jur rus frown'd the bloody Monſter dead, 
Who; brought the World in his great Rival's Head. # 
This ſeverd Head and Trunk ſhall join once more, 
Tho? Realms now riſe between, and Oceans roar. 
The Trumpet's Sound each vagrant Mote ſhall hear, 
Or fix'd i in Earth, or if afloat in Air, | 
Obey the Signal wafted i in the Wind, 
And not one 8 Atom lag behind. 


'# 


So earming Bees, that 0 on a Summers Day 


In airy Rings, a ard wild Meanders play, 
* 2 3 | Charm'd 
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Charm'd with the brazen Sound, their Wandrings end, 
And gently circling on a Bough deſcend, 5 


Tux Body thus renew'd, the conſcious Soul, 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the Pole, 
Or midſt the burning Planets wond'ring ſtray'd, 
Or hover'd o'er, where her pale Corps was laid; 
Or rather coaſted on her final State, 

And fear'd, or wiſh'd for her appointed Fate: 
This Soul returning with a conſtant Flame, 
Now weds forever her immortal Frame. 

Life, which ran down before, fo high is wound, 
The Springs maintain an everlaſting Round. 


Tuus a frail Model of the Work deſign'd 
Firſt takes a Copy of the Builder's Mind, 
Before the Structure firm with laſting Oak, 
And marble Bowels of the ſolid Rock, | 
Turns the ſtrong Arch, and bids the Columns riſe, 
And bear the lofty Palace to the Skies; 
The Wrongs of Time enabled to ſurpaſs, 
With Bars of Adamant, and Ribs of Brals, 

1 067 Tuar 
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Tua antient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * Dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair Abion's Heroes come, 
F romCamps, and Courts, tho*great, and wiſe, and juſt, 
To feed the Worm, and moulder into Duſt; 
That ſolemn Manſion of the Royal Dead, 
Where paſſing Slaves oer ſleeping Monarchs tread, 
Now populous o'erflows : A numerous Race 

Of riſing Kings fill all th* extended Space: 

A Life well ſpent, not the victorious Sword, 
Awards the Crown, and ſtiles the Greater Lord. 


Nox Monuments alone, and Burial- Earth, 
Labours with Man to this his ſecond Birth; 
But where gay Palaces in Pomp ariſe, 

And gilded Theatres invade the Skies, 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unſpected Bones 
Support the Pride of their luxurious Sons. 
The moſt magnificent, and coſtly Dome, 


Is but an upper Chamber to a Tomb. 
No Spot, on Earth, but has ſupply'd a Grave, 
And human Skulls the ſpacious Ocean pave. 


* 17 „ 
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Alls full of Man, and at this dreadful Turn, 
The Swarm ſhall iſſue, and the Hive ſhall burn, 


Nor all at once, nor in like Manner riſe : 
Some lift with Pain their ſlow unwilling Eyes; 
Shrink back ward from the Terror of the Light, 
And bleſs the Grave, and call for laſting Night. 
Others, whoſe long · attempted Virtue ſtood 

Fix'd as a Rock, and broke the ruſhing Flood, 
Whoſe firm Reſolve, nor Beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging Tyrants from their Poſture frown 
Such in this Day of Horrors ſhall be ſeen, 

To face the Thunders with a Godlike Mien 

The Planets drop, their Thoughts are fix*d above; 
The Centre ſhakes, their Hearts diſdain to move: 
An Earth diſſolving, and a Heav'n thrown wide, 
A yawning Gulph, and Fiends on every Side, 
Serene they view, impatient = Delay, 

And bleſs the Dawn of everlaſting Day. 


On wondrous Change what unknown Objects riſe, 
Shake my Belief, and fill me with Surprize? 
»-C.4 Here 
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Here, Greatneſs am falls, _ Oy gives 
Place:; hk 

| Here, Lazars ſmile, there, Beauty hides her Face. 

Chriftians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 

A blended Throng, one undiftinguiſh'd Band, 

Some who perhaps by mutual Wounds expir'd, 

With Zeal for their diſtin& Perſuaſions fir'd, 

In mutual Friendſhip their long Slumber break, 

And Hand in Hand their Saviour's Love partake. 
Bu none are fluſh'd with brighter Joy, or warm 

With juſter Confidence enjoy the Storm, 

Than thoſe, whoſe pious Bounties unconfin'd 

Have made them publick Fathers of Mankind. 

In that illuſtrious Rank, what ſhining Light 

With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd Glory fills my Sight? 

Bend down, my grateful Muſe, that Homage ſhew, 

Which to ſuch Worthies thou art proud to owe. 


Wackuam! Fox! Carcurty! hail illuſtrious 


* Names, 
Who'to far diſtant Times Aſpens your Beams; 
* Founders: of New-College, . and All Souls in 
Beneath 


7 1 
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Beneath your Shades, and near your Chryſtal Springs, 
I firſt preſumꝰd to touch the trembling Strings. 
All hail thrjce-honour'd ! *T'was your great Renown 
To bleſs a People, and oblige a Crown.” | 
When other Records Length of Years ſhall blaſt, - 
In your adopted Sons your Fame ſhall laſt, © - 
And make thoſe Kings to lateſt Ages known, 
Thoſe happy Monarchs, under whom you ſhone: a 
A Moment ſhone, illuſtriouſly bright, 
Then left the mourning World, and ſer in Night; 
But now you riſe eternally to ſhine, OTE IPs; 
Eternally to drink the Rays divine. 

* 


InNDULGENT God! Oh how ſhall Mortal raiſe 
His Soul to due Returns of grateful Praiſe, 
For Bounty ſo profuſe to Human Kind, 
Thy wondrous Gift of an Eternal Mind? 
Shall I, who ſome few Years ago was leſs 
Than Worm, or Mite, or Shadow can expreſs, 
Was nothing 3 ſhall I live, when ev'ry Fire 
Of ev'ry Star ſhall languiſh or expire ? 
Fe: | When 


\ - 
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When Earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 
And through the radiant Files of Angels move? 
Or, as before the Throne of God I ſtand, 

See new Worlds rolling from his ſpacious Hand, 
Where our Adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how Mick L ſung or fought? 
All that has Being in full Concert join, 

And celebrate the Depths of Love Divine! 


% 


Bur oh! before this bliſsful State, before 


Th' aſpiring Soul this wondrous Height can ſoar, 


The judge deſcending, thunders from aar, 
And all Mankind is ſummon'd to the Bar. 


T HIS mighty Scene I next preſume to draw : 


Aͤttend, Great AxxA, with religious Awe. 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful Arts 


To win Attention, and command our Hearts: 
Fiction be far away, let no Machine 
Deſcending here, no fabled God be ſeen; 
Behold the Gop of Gods indeed deſcend, 


And Worlds unnumber'd his Approach attend. 


Lo! 
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Lol the wide Theatre, whoſe ample Space 
Muſt entertain the whole of human Race, 
At Heav'n's All- pow'rful Edict is prepar'd, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal Guard. 
Tribes, Provinces, Dominions, Worlds o'er flow 
The mighty Plain, and deluge all belovp:- 
And every Age, and Nation pours along; 


Niuxop and Boux zom mingle in the Throng: 
Apa ſalutes his youngeſt Son; no Sign 1 
Of all thoſe Ages, which their Births disjoin. 
How empty Learning, and how vain is Art, 
But as it mends the Life, and guides the Heart? 
What Volumes have been ſwelbd, what Time been 
eee, | 
To fix a Hero's Birth-Day or Deſcent? 
What Joy muſt it now yield, what Rapture raiſe, 
To ſee the glorious Race of antient Days? 
To greet thoſe Worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 
Illuſtrious on Record before the Flood. 
Alas! a nearer Care your Soul demands, 
CæsAR un-noted in your Preſence ſtands. 
4 C4 How 
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Ho vaſt the Concourſe, not in Number more 
The Waves that break on the reſounding Shore, 
The Leaves that tremble in the ſhady Grove, 
The Lamps that gild the ſpangled Vaults above, 
Thoſe overwhelming Armies, whoſe Command 
Said to one Empire, Fall; another, Stand: 
Whoſe Rear lay wrapt in Night, while break ing Dawn 
Rouz'd the broad Front, and call'd the Battle on : 
Great Xx RXES World in Arms, proud Canne's Field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another Blow had broke the Fates Decree, 
And Earth had wanted her fourth Monarchy) 
Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillia's Hoſt, 
They All are here, and here they All are loſt : 
Their Millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a Billow in th* unbounded Main. 


Tx1s echoing Voice now reads the yielding Air, 
For Tudgment, Judgment, Sons of Men, prepare! 
Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her Groans profound, 
And Hell through all her . Realms reſound. 


Wnoz'zxR 
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Wuror'es Thou art, Thou greateſt Pow ꝰr of Earth, 
Bleſt with moſt equal Planets at thy Birth; 
Whoſe Valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful Sword, 
Moſt Realms united in one common Lord; 
Who on the Day of Triumph ſaidſt, Be thine 
The Skies, Jexovan, all this World is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine Eye.— Alas! my Muſe, 
How art thou loſt? what Numbers canſt thou chuſe? 


A ſudden Bluſh inflames the waving Sky, 
And now the Crimſon Curtains open fly; 
Lo! far within, and far above all Height, 
Where Heav*n's great * reigns in Worlds of 

Light, | {2 87 7 

Whence Nature he informs, and with one Ray 
Shot from his Eye, does all her Works furvey, 
Creates, ſupports, confounds! WhereTime, and Place, 
Matter, and Form, and Fortune, Life and Grace, 
Wait humbly at the Footſtool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful Nod; 
Whence he beholds us vagrant Emmets crawl 
At random on this Air-ſuſpended Ball, 


5 


(Speck of Creation) if he pour one Breath, 
The Bubble breaks ad is end Death. 


12 * 


3 iſſuing I behold (but e! 1 Schr 

Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing Sea of Light!) 

I fee on an empyreal flying Throne 

Awfully rais'd Heav'n's everlaſting 2 b | 

| Crown'd with that Majeſty; which formd the World, 

And the Grand Rebel flaming downward hurl'd. 

Virtue, Dominion, Praiſe, Omnipotence, 

Support the Train of their triumphant Prince, © 

A Zone, beyond the Thought of Angels bright, 

Around him like che Zodiac winds i its Light. 

Night ſhades the ſolemn Arches of his Brows, 

And in his Check the purple Morning glows. "+ 

Where'er ſerene he turns propitious Eyes, 

Or we expect, or find à Paradiſe 2... 
j=_ if Reſentment reddens their mild Beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the World's in Flames. 
On one Hand, Knowledge ſhines in pureſt Light, 
On one, the Sword of Juſtice fiercely bright, 


Now 
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Now bend the Knee in Sport, preſent the. Reed; 
Now tell the ſcourgꝰd Impoſtor he ſhall bleed 


Bur oh! you Sons of Men, exalt your Voice, 
And bid the Soul through all her Pow'rs rejoice: 
Mercy, his Darling; in his Boſom found, 

Scatters ambroſial Odours all around;  - 
Unbends his Brow, and mitigates his Frown, 

And ſooths his Rage, and melts his Thunders down. 
My Thoughts are chang'd; now Marrexalt thine Eye, 
In thy dread Judge thy dear Redeemer ſpy : | 
Ev'n Jupas ſtruggles his Deſpair to quell . 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms in the Shades of Hell. 


 Tavs glorious through the Courts of Heav'n, the | 
Source | {BET 

Of Life and Death Eternal bends his Courſe; 

Loud Thunders round him roll, and Lightnings play z 
Th' Angelick Hoſt is rang'd in bright Array: 

Some touch the String, ſome ſtrike the ſounding Shell, 

And mingling Voices with rich Concert ſwell ; 

b | Voices 
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Why did not Nature at thy Groan expire? 


Voices Seraphick ; bleſt with ſuch a Strain, 

Cou'd Satan hear, he were a God again: 

All Heav'n ſhines forth, in all her Pomp compleat, 
For Gov, himſelf, magnificently Great. 


T&IUMPHANT King of GLox v! Soul of Bliſs! | 
What a ſtupendious Turn of Fate is this? 
Or whither art thou rais'd above the Scorn, 
And Indigence of him, in Bethlem born; 


A needy, helpleſs, unaccounted Gueſt, 


And but a Second to the fodder'd Beaſt ? 1 

How chang'd from him, who meekly proſtrate laid, 

Vouchſaf'd to waſh the Feet himſelf had made ? 

From him, who was betray*d, forſook, deny'd, 

Wept, languiſh*d, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groattd, 
and dy'd ; 


Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted OY the Foe, 


All Heav'n in Tears above, Earth unconcern'd below? 


Aud watt enough to bid the Sun retire? 


I fee, 
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I ſee, 1 hear, I feel the Pangs Divine, 
The World is vaniſh'd, I am wholly thine. 


Mis TAK EN CAtarnas! Ah! which blaſphem'd, 
Thou or thy Pris ner? which ſhall be condemn'd ? 
Well might'{ thou rend thy Garments, well exclaim z 


Deep are the Horrors of eternal Flame 


But God is good! Tis wondrous all! Ev'n He 
Thou gav'ſt to Death, Shame, Torture, dy'd for Thee. 


N o the deſcending Triumph ſtops its Flight 
From Earth full twice a Planetary Height. 
There all the Clouds condens'd, two Columns raiſe 
Diſtinct with Orient Veins, and Golden Blaze. 
One fix d on Earth, and one in Sea, and round 
Its ample Foot the ſwelling Billows ſound. 

Theſe an immeaſurable Arch ſupport, 

The Grand Tribunal of this awful Court. 

Sheets of bright Azure, from the pureſt Sky 

Stream from the W rr Arch, * round the Co- 
Death 


Death wrapt in Chains low at the Baſis lies, 
And on the Point of his own Arrow dies. 

Hex high enthron'd th? Eternal Judge is plac'd, 
With all the Grandeur of his Godhead gracd; 
Stars on his Robes in beauteous Order meet, 

And the Sun burns beneath his deradful Feet. 


Now an Archangel eminently bright, 
From off his Silver Staff of wondrous Height, 
Unfurls the Chriſtian Flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhuts and opens more than half the Skies: 
The Croſs ſo ſtrong a Red, it ſheds a Stain, 
Where'er it floats, on Earth, in Air, or Main; 
Fluſhes the Hill, and ſets on Fire the Wood, 
And turns the deep-dy'd Ocean into Blood. 


Ox formidable GLoxr ! dreadful Bright ! 
Refulgent Torture to the guilty Sight. 
Ah turn, unwary Muſe, nor dare reveal F 
What horrid Thoughts with the Polluted dell, 
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Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his Beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a Dream; 
Wiſh, or their Souls may with their Limbs decay, 
Or Gop be ſpoil'd of his eternal Sway. 

But rather, if thou /know'ſt the Means, unfold 
How they with Tranſport may the Scene behold. - 


An how! but by Repentance, by a Mind 
Quick, and ſevere its own Offence to find? 

By Tears, and Groans, and never-ceaſing Care, 
And all the pious Violence of Pray'r? 

Thus then with Fervency till now unknown, 

I caſt my Heart before th* Eternal Throne, 

In this great Temple, which the Skies ſurround | 
For Homage to its Lord, a narrow Bound. 


O thou! whoſe Balance does the Mountains weigh, 

% Whoſe Will the wild tumultuous Seas obey, 
Whoſe Breath can turn thoſe watry Worlds to Flame, 
FThat Flame to Tempeſt, and that Tempeſt tame; 
60 Earth's meaneſtSon, with Trembling, proſtrate falls, 
And on the Plenty of thy Goodneſs calls. 
| „ Am! 


j 
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48 
« Aut give the Winds all paſt Offence to ſweep, 

«© To ſcatter wide, or bury in the the Deep: 

« Thy Pow'r, my Weakneſs may I ever ſee, 

«© And wholly dedicate my Soul to Thee. 

« Reign o'er my Will; my Paſſions ebb and flow 

« At thy Command, nor human Motive know! 

& If Anger boil, let Anger be my Praiſe, 

&« And Sin the graceful Indignation raiſe, 

My Love be warm to ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd, 

And lift the Burden from the Soul oppreſs'd. 


e On may my Underſtanding ever read 
<« This glorious Volume, which thy Wiſdom made 
« Who decks the maiden Spring with flowry Pride? 
« Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling Bride? 
« Who joys the Mother-Autumn's Bed to crown? 
« And bids old Winter lay her Honours down ? 
« Not the Great OrToman, or Greater Czax, 
«© Not Europe's Arbitreſs of Peace and War. 
May Sea and Land, and Earth and Heav'n be 
8 join d. 
T0 bring ur exernal Author to my Mind! 
When 


——— 


% When Oceans roar, or awful Thunders roll, 

May Thoughts of Thy dread Vengeance ſhake my 
— as 

* When Earth's in Bloom, or Planets proudly ſhine, 

* Adore, my Heart, the MajzsTy Divine. 


. wg | _ | of IR... * * 93 
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«© Taro! every Scene of Life, or Peace, or War, 
6 Plenty, or Want, thy Glory be my Care! 
* Shine we in Arms? or ſing befebch our Vine? 
e Thine is the Vintage, and the Conqueſt Thine: 
Thy Pleaſure points the Shaft, and bends the Bow; 
The Cluſter blaſts, or bids it richly flowWw:- 
c *Tis Thou that lead'ſt our powerful Armies forth, 
«© And giv'ſt Great ANNE Thy Sceptre Ger the North. | 


\ 


* 


«© GRranT I may ever at the Morning-Ray i 
* Open with Pray'r the conſecrated Day 
Tune thy great Praiſe, and bid my Soul ariſe, 
« And with the mounting Sun aſcend the Skies: 
As that advances, let my Zeal improve, 
* And glow with Ardour of conſummate Love; 
D | * No 


LE 


Nor ceaſe at Eve, but with the Setting Sun 
% My endleſs Worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. 
Aub oh! permit the Gloom of ſolemn Night 
« Tofſacred Thought may forcibly invite. 
« When this World's ſhut, and awful Planets riſe, 
5 Calbon our Minds, and raiſe*ther to the Skies; 
< Compoſe our Souls with a leſs dazzling Sight, 
« And ſhew all Nature in a milder Light; 
How every boĩſtrous Thought in Calms ſubſides! 
<< How the ſmooth'd Spirit into Goodneſs glides! 
« O how divine l to tread the milky Way, 
« To the bright Palace of the Lord of Day; 
« His Court admire, or for his Favour fue, 
« Or Leagues of Friendſhip with his Saints renew; 
& Pleas'd to look don, and ſee the F/orid aſleep, 
« While J long Vigils to its Founder keep! 


«©CansrT thou not ſhake the Centre? Oh controul, 
& Subdue by Force the Rebel in my Soul: 
Thou, who canſt ſtill- che Raging of the Flood, 
0 Reęſtrain the various Tumults of my Blood; 

“ Teach 
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Teach me with equal Firmneſs to ſuſtain 

60 Alluring Pleaſure, and aſſaulting Pain, 

«« O may I pant for thee in each Deſire! 

« And with ſtrong Faith foment the holy Fire! 

e Stretch out my Soul in Hope, and graſp the Prize, 
«M Which in Eternity's deep Boſom lies 

« At the Great Day of Recompence behold, 

* Devoid of Fear, the fatal Book unfold! .. 


Then wafted upward to the bliſsful Seat, 


« From Age to Age my grateful Song repeat; 
« My Light, my Life, my Gop, my Saviour ſer, 
« And rival arp in the Praiſe of Tunn. 
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H El Book e the nd Seat ; 
Of Saints and Angels, the tremendous Fate 8 
Of A Souls, the gloomy Realms of Woe, | 
And all the Horrors of the World below, 

I next preſume to ſing : What yet remains 
Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted Strains. 
And let the Muſe or now affect the Sky, 
Or in inglorious Shades for ever lie. 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the Goal ; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry Pole ; 
The World grows leſs as ſhe purſues her F light, 
And the Sun darkens to her diſtant Sight. 
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Hearn opening all its ſacred Pomp diſplays, 
And overwhelms her with theruſhing Blaze 


The Triumph rings! Archangels' ſhout around! 
And echoing Nature lengthens out the Sound! 


Ten thouſand Trumpets now at once advance x 0” 
Now deepeſt Silence lulls the vaſt Expanſe : 
So deep the Silence, and ſo ſtrong the Blaſt, 
As Nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. 
Nor Man, nor Angel moves; the Judge on high 
Looks round, and with his Glory fills the Sky: 
Then on tlie fatal Book his Hand he lays, | wt n 
When high to view ſupporting Seraphs raiſe 3 
In ſolemn Form the Rituals are prepar'd, | 
The Seal is broken, and a Groan is heard. 
Not guilty Fear, not Fancy's Self can draw 
A Meeting more auguſt, of greater Awe. | 
And thou, my Soul, (oh fall to ſudden Pray'r, 
And let the Thought ſink deep!) ſhalt thou be there ? 
SEE on the Left, (for by the great Command 
The Throng divided falls on either Hand;) 
OM D 3 How 
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How weak, how pale, chow haggard, how obſcene, : 
What more than Death in every Face and Mien? 
With what Diſtreſs, and Glarings of Affright, | 
They ſhock. the Heart, and turn away the Sight? 

In gloomy Orbs their trembling Eye-balls roll, 

And tell the horrid Secrets of the Soul. 

Each Geſture mourns, each Look is black with Care, 
And ev'ry Groan is loaden with Deſpair. | 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find 

A truer Image pictur' d in thy Mind. 


Snob DS thou behold thy Brother, Father, Wife, 
And all the ſoft Companions of thy Life, 
Whoſe blended Intreſts levell'd at one Aim, 
| Whoſe mix'd Deſires ſent up one common Flame, 
Divided far; Thy wretched Self alone 
Caſt on the Left, of all whom thou haſt known MA 
How wou'd it wound 2 what Millions would ſt thou 
whe give 149 89 
For one more Trial, one Day more to live? 
Flung back in Time an Hour, a Moment's Space, 
To graſp with Eagerneſs the Means of Grace; 
| Contend 


| 


Contend for Mercy with a pious Rage, ol 

And in that Moment to redeem an Age? 

Drive back the Tide, ſuſpend a Storm in Air, 21s. 1 
Reſtrain the Sun; but ſtill. of this deſpair, 


Maxx on the Right, how amiable a Grace! 
Their Maker's Image freſh in ev'ry Face! 
What purple Bloom my raviſh'd Soul admires, 
And their Eyes ſparkling with immortal Fires! 
Triumphant Beauty! Charms that riſe above 
This, World, and in bleſt Angels kindle Love! 
To the Great Judge with holy Pride they turn, 
And dare behold th* Almighty's Anger burn; 
Its Flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its Terror riſe, 
And on the dread Tribunal fix their Eyes, 
Are theſe the Forms that moulder'd in the Duſt? 
Oh the tranſcendent Glory of the Juft! 
Yet ſtill ſome thin Remains of Fear and Doubt, 
Th infected Brightneſs of their Joy pollute, 


Tuus the chaſte Bridegtoom, when the Prieſt draws 
nigh, \ 


Beholds his Bleſſing with a trembling Eye, 
i | D 4 Feels 
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Feels doubtful Paſſions throb in every Vein, 
And in his Cheeks are mingled Joy and Pain, 
Leſt ſtill ſome intervening Chance ſhould riſe, - 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the glorious Prize, 
Inflame his Woe, by bringing it ſo late, 

And ſtab him in the e eka 6 


5 Y ; 
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SINGE. Ana'tBiriiby from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtinct Survey is caſt, 11 D 
Look round, vain:glorious Muſe, and you agen 
Devote youtſclves to Fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and view che Lights of Human Race, 
Wboſe ſhining Acts Tinie'sbrighteſt Annals grace 3 
Who founded Secta ; Crouns conquer'd, or relign'd 3! 
Gave N ames to Nations; or fam*d Empires join'd; 
Who raisd the Vale, and laid the Mountain low 
And taught obedient Rivers where to flow; 
Who with vaſt Fleets, as with a mighty Chain, 
Cou'd bind; the Madneſs of the roaring Main: 
All loſt? all undiſtinguiſh'd? no where found? 
How will this Truth in BouRBon's Palace ſound 2 


Ain | Round 
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Round gilded Roofs how heavy will it fly ? J | 

With what a Weight on Crowns and Sceptres lie? 
F*en/Great and Good A vous us is not ſeen, 
Nor haughty Babylon's victorious Qu x. 


War r then is He, * who midſt the radiant Bands 
Of ſpotleſs Saints, and laurePd Martyrs ſtands; © 
Conſpicuous from afar? Whoſe Rays fo Fright” 
Solicit, and attract the raviſh'd Sight? | 
In whom I ſee two diſtant Virtues join'd; © * 

A Royal Greatneſs, and an humble wel 91 * 
His lifted Hands his lofty Neck ſurround, = 
To hide the Scarlet of a circling Wound; 
Th'Almighty Judge bends forward from his Throne, 
Theſe Scars to mark, and then regards his own. 
Jeruſalem's Foundations groan aloud; 
And Albion finks beneath her ambient Flood. 


Nor far, methinks, I Kindred-Features trace 
In a in tho a Female F ace, | | 


* B CrarLes I 
Her 


— 
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Her Conſort by. 3 around them ſmiling more 

The beauteous Bloſſoms: of their fruitful Love: 

Known of their Parents, they their Parents know 

Their Boſoms with a double Tranſport glow ; 

Bleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find 

Al held moſt dear in equal Bleſſing join'd. 

In Ox x, ſuperior Majeſty appears, 

Advanc'd in Beauty, as advanc'd in Years. 

What melting Sweetneſs, what commanding Grace 
Meet on his Brow like Victory and Peace ? 

Oh! to what fav'rite Part of Human-Kind| = 

Was this ſo great, but dangerous Gift defign'd ? 

What Nation humbly, cou'd enjoy his Reign? 

If loſt, with Patience ſuch a Laß ſuſtain? 


An ſay Britannia, whence this Vengeance flow'd? 
: Haſt thou not yet aton'd thy Martyr's Blood? 
Epwazps-and Henzrvs ſtill aloud refound ? 

Nor are their Names in greater Glos BR drown'd 
Oh ! what a Godlike Race in him is loſt?: 
( What has his Death een future Ages coſt ? | 


Bur 


) 


Bur us'd with Art, and rightly underſtood, 
All Diſpenſations from above are good 
And though with frightful A ſpect they ſurprize, 
Moſt Ills are only Bleſſings in Diſguiſe, 

Oh happy Iſſue!] to whom ne'er was known 

The bright Temptations ſparkling from a Throne; 
Great Parents who thoſe bright Temptations knew, 
Knowing engag' d, engaging overthrew, 


N.ow, juſt Reward! celeſtial Crowns encloſe 
With deathleſs Glories your victorious Brows. 
For ſee the Volume vaſt, fince Time begun 
Juſt Regiſter of all beneath the Sun, 

Is thrown full wide; Peace Ocean! Silence lull 
The ſounding Winds! ye Spheres forbear to roll! 
Hear, O Creation, thy Great Maſter ſpeak! 
Now firſt for guilty Man bleſt Angels ſhake, 


Tnar Hour; on which th Almighty King on high 
From all Eternity has fix'd his Eye, hal 
Whether his Right Hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd, 
| | Southern 
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And nearer preſs Heay*n's Everlaſting Throne. 
NN 7 \ 1 IS 2 
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Southern or Eaſtern Sceptre downward hurPd, * 
Gave North or Weſt Dominion o'er the World 
The Point of Time, for which the World was built, 
For which the Blood of God himſelf» was ſpilt, 
That dreadful Moment i is n. fk 


ALO Fg, the Seats of Bliſs their Pomp diſplay | 
Brighter than Brightneſs, the diſtinguiſh'd Day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th' Eternal Son 
From Realms of Night return'd with Trophies won ; 
Thro' Heav*n's high Gates, when he triumphant rode, 
And ſhouting Angels hail'd the Victor God. 


Horrors, beneath, Darkneſs in Darkneſs, Hel! 


Of Hell, where Torments behind Torment dwell; = 


A Furnace formidable, deep and wide. 


1 4 _ 
- 9+ 4 


O'er-boiling with a mad ſulphureous Tide, 2 
Expands its Jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 


| And roars outrageous for the deſtin'd Prey. 


Thi Sons of Light festes anappal'@ 48e, down. 


£51 ee 


Such 
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- + Svcu is the Scene, and one ſhort Moment's Space 
Concludes the Hopes and Fears of 'Human Race, 
Proceed who dares, —TI tremble às I write; 
The whole Creation ſwinis before my Sight ti; 

I ſee, I ſee the Judge's frowning Brow; + 
Say not tis diſtant, I behold it Now 31 zi 
I faint; my tardy Blood forgets to flow, 

My Soul recoils at the ſtupendpus Woo; 

That Woe, thoſe Pangs, which from the guilty Breaſt 
In theſe, or Words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 


© Wno burſt the Barriers of my peaceful Grace? 
& Ahl cruel Death that wou'd no longer ſave, 
e But grudgꝰ dme e' en that narrow dark Abode, 
« And caſt me out into the Wrath of God ; 
<< Where Shrieks, the roaring Flame, the aa 

Chain, | 

66. And all the dreadful Eloquence of Pain, 
< Our only Song; black Fire's malignant Light, +» 
The ſole Refreſhment'of the blaſted Sight. 


mY Musr 7 | 
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Most all thoſe! Powers, Heaven gave me to 
« My Soul with Pleaſure, and bring in my Joy, 
«« Riſe up in Arms againſt me, Join the Foe, | 

« Senſe, Reaſon, Memory, increaſe my Woe ? 

& And ſhall my Voice, ordain'd on Hymns todwell, 
e Corrupt to Groans, and blow the Fires of Hell? 
« Oh! muſtÞ look with Terror on my Gain, 

« And with Exiſtence only meaſure Pain? 

«© What! no Reprieve, no leaſt Indulgence giv'n, 
«© Mo Beam of Hope from any Point of Heav'n 
«« Ah Mercy! Mercy! art thou dead above? 

« Is Loveextinguiſh'd in the Source of Love? 


Bol p that Iam, did Heav'n ſtoop down to Hell? 
« The expiring Lord of Life my Ranſom ſeal ? 
« Have I not been induſtrious to provoke ? 
From his Embraces obſtinately broke? 
« Purſued, and panted for his mortal Hate, 
« Earn'd my Deſtruction, labour'd out my Fate? 
« And dare I on extinguiſh'd Love exclaim? 
« Take, take full Vengeance, rouze the ſlack*ning 


F lame ; 


« Juſt 
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Juſt is my Lot—hur oh! muſt it tranſcend 
The Reach of Time, deſpair a diſtant End? 
<« With dreadful Groth ſhoot forward, and ariſe, 
Where Thought can't follow, and bold Fancy dies! 


C NEVER] where falls the Soul at that dread 
Sound? | on 
« Down an Abyſs how dark, and how profound? 
« Down, down (I ſtill am falling, horrid Pain!) 
«© Ten thouſand thouſand Fathoms ſtill remain; 
% My Plunge but ſtill begun. And this for Sin? 
“ Cov'd I offend, if I had never been, 
But ſtill increas'd the ſenſeleſs happy Maſs, 

„ Flow'd in the Stream, or flouriſn'd in the Graſs ? 


„ Farnxk of Mercies! why from ſilent Earth 
<« Did'ſt thou awake, and curſe me into Birth? 
Tear me from Quiet, -raviſh me from Night, 
«. And make a chankleſs Preſent of thy Light? 

« Puſh into Being a Reverſe of Thee, 
« And animate a Clod with Miſery? | 
Tun 


64 me LAST DAY, Boo II. 


2 5 c Tar Beaſts are happy, they-come forth and keep 
** Short Watch on Earth, and then lay down to ſleep. 
« Pain is for Man, and oh! how vaſt a Pain 
« For Crimes, which made theGodlidad bleed in vain? 
s Stifled his Groans, as far as in them lay, 

* And flung his Agonies, and Death away? 
As our dire Puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 
Our Conſtitution: too for ever young. 
Cure d with Returns of Vigour, {till che ſame, - 
« Powerful to bear, and ſatisfy the Flame: 
Still to be caught, and ſtill to be purſu' d = * 
« To perifh ſtill, and ſtill to be renew'd! 


Ax this, My Help ! My God! at thy Decree? 
« Nature is chang'd, and Hell ſhould fuccour me. 
c Andcan'ſt thou then look down from perfect Bliſs, 
« And ſee me plunging in the dark Abyſs ? 
« Calling thee Father, in a Sea of a Fire ? 
c Or pouring Blaſphemies at thy Deſire ? 
« With Mortals Anguiſh wilt thou raiſe h Name, 
% And by my Pangs Omnipotence proclaim ? 

5 A «© Tuo 


„ Tou, who can'ſt toſs the Planets to and fro, 


c Contract not thy great Vengeance to my W oe; 
& Cruſh Worlds; in hotter Flames fall'n Angels lays ; 


«© On me Almighty Wrath is caſt away. 


«© Call back thy Thunders, Lord, hold in thy Rages 


Nor with a Speck of Wretchedneſs engage: 
4 orget me quite, nor ſtoop a Worm to blame. 
« But loſe me in the Greatneſs of thy Name. 

* Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
«© And ſhall I make thoſe Glories ceaſe to ſhine? 
6 Shall ſinful Man grow great by his Offence, 
« And from its Courſe turn back Omnipotence ? 


« Forp1D it! and oh! grant, Great God, at leaſt 
„ This one, this ſlender, almoſt no Requeſt ; 
% When I have wept a thouſand Lives away, 
„When Torment is grown weary of its Prey, 
« When I have rav'd ten thouſand Years in Fire, 
« Ten thouſand Thouſands, let me then expire. 


Dzzy Anguiſh! but too late; the hopeleſs Soul 
Bound to the Bottom of the burning Pool, 
E Though 


1 
4 — 


66 me LAST DAV. Boo III. 


Though loth, and every loud blaſpheming ons 
He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal Groans; 
Enclo#d with Horrors, and-transfix'd with Pain, 
Rolling in Vengeance, ſtruggling with his Chain: 
To talk to fiery Tempeſts, to implore 2 e FT” 


The raging Flame to give its Burnings o'er, 
To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his Load, 
And bear the Weight of an offended Goo. 


Tu Favour'd of their Judge, in Triumph move 
To take Poſſeſſion of their Thrones above; 

Satan's accurꝰ d Deſertion to ſupply, 

| And fill the vacant Stations of the Sky ; 

J | Again to kindle long extinguiſh'd Rays, Z's 

3 And with new Lights dilate the heavenly Blaze; 
To crop the Roſes of Immortal Youth, 
And deink the Fountain-Head of Sacred Truth ; 
To ſwim in Seas of Bliſs, to ſtrike the String, 
And lift the Voice to their Almighty Kins 3 
To loſe Eternity in grateful Lays, 20 


And fill Heav'n's wide Circumference with Praiſe. 


Bor 


' 
\ 
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Bur I attempt the wond'rous. Height in van, 
And leave unfiniſh'd the too lofty Strain: 

What boldly I begin, let others end; 12 

My Strength exhauſted fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble Theme, 
Diſſolving Elements, and Worlds in Flame. 


Tux fatal Period, the great Hour is come, 
And Nature ſhrinks at her approaching Doom 3 
Loud Peals, of Thunder give the Sign, and all 
Heav'n's Terrors in Array ſurround the Ball; 

Sharp Lightnings with the Meteors Blaze conſpire, _ 
And darted downward ſet the World on fire; 
Black riſing Clouds the thicken'd Æther choke, 
And ſpiry Flames ſhoot thro? the rolling Smoke, 
With keen Vibrations cut the ſullen Night, 
And ftrike the darken'd Sky with dreadful Light; 
From Heav'n's four Regions with immortal Force 
Angels drive on the Wind's impetuous Courſe, 
Teenrage the Flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the Storm, and billows through the Sky. 
. E 2 5 Here 
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Bock III. 


Here winding Pyramide 0 of Fire aſcend, 
Cities and Deſarts in one Ruin blend 
Here, blazing Volumes wafted — zan 
The ſpacious Face of a far diftant Realm: 

There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal Hills, 

The neighbouring Vales the vaſt Deſtrudtion fills. 


Hz AR'ST thou that dreadful Crack: that Sound, 
Which broke Aft = 
Like Peals of Thunder, ta the Centre ſhook | 7 
What Wonders muſt that Groan of Nature tell? 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas fell; * 
Which ſeem'd above the Reach of F: ate. to ſtand, | 
A towing Monument of God's Right Hand ; 


Now Duſt and Smoak, whoſe Brow ſo lately {| ſpread 
O'er ſhelter'd Countries its diffuſive Shade. 


HI on midſt the Clouds the boiling Ocean roars, | 
And looks far down on his decreaſing Shores "a 
Leviathans in plaintive Thunder cry, 

In diſtant, diſmal Pants the long-liv'd Echoes die. 


SHEW 
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Sn me that celebrated Spot, where all 
The various Rulers of the ſever'd Ball 
Have humbly ſought Wealth, Honour, and Redrefs 
That Land which Heav'n ſeemed diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia: Can her Glories end ? 

And can't ſurrounding Seas her Realms defend ? 
Alas! in Flames behold ſurrounding Seas ! 

And all their Waters but augment the Blaze. 


Some Angel ſay, Where ran proud 4/ia's Bound, 
Or where with Fruits was fair Europa crown'd ? 
Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia? where did India's Store 
Sparkle in Diamonds, and her golden Oar ? 
Each loſt in each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, 
And all diſſolv'd, one fiery Deluge flow: 

Thus Earth's Contending Monarchies are join'd, 
And a full Period of Ambition find, 


Axp now whateer or ſwims, or walks, or flies, 
Inhabitants of Sea, of Earth, or Skies; 
All on whom Apam's Wiſdom fix'd a Name, 
All plunge, and periſh in the conquering Flame. 
E 3 f . Tails 
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Tus Globe alone would but de fraud the Fire, 


Star ve its devouring Rage: The Flakes aſpire; 
And catch the Clouds, and make the Heav'ns their 


ey; lib barge? nv did hu. is 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars all melt away, 


And leave a mighty Blank: Involvd in Fame, 


The whole Creation ſinks! the Glorious Frame, 
In which ten thouſand Worlds in radiant Dance, 
Orb above Orb their wondrous Courſe advance, 

By that ofer-ruling Hand, which kindled al! 
The Stars, and rounded in its Palm the Bali, © 
Is cruſh'd and loſt; no Monument; no Sign, 
Where once ſo proudly blaz' d the gay Machine. 
So Bubbles on the foaming Stream expire, 

So Sparks that ſcatter from the kindling Fire ; 

The Devaſtations of one dreadful Hour, | 

The Great Creator's Six Day's Work devour. 


H o rich that God who can ſuch Charge defray, 
And bear to fling ten thouſand Worlds away? 
Great Wealth! and yet (ye Nations hear!) one Soul 
Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the whole; 

24.6 Exalted 


| | : 
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— 


Exalted in ſuperior Excellence. 
Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt Expence. 


7 7 


Fave ye not ſeen th' Eternal Mountains nod, 


An Earth diſſolving, a deſcending Gos? . 

What ſtrange Surprizes thro' all Nature ran? 

For whom theſe Revolutions, but for Man? 

For him Omnipotence new Meaſures takes, 

For him through all Eternity awakes; - 

Pours on him Gifs ſufficient to ſupply ' + 

Heav'n's Loſs, and with freſh Glories fill the Sky. 
Trinx deeply then, O Man, how great thou art, 

Pay thy ſelf Homage with a trembling Heart; 

What Angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

Slighting thy ſelf, affront not God's Reſpect. 

Enter the ſacred Temple of thy Breaſt, 

And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd Gueſt ; 

Gaze on thoſe hidden Treaſures, thou ſhalt find, 

Wander thro? all the Glories of thy Mind. 

Of perfect Knowledge, ſee, the dawning Light 

Fortels a Noon moſt exquiſitely bright 


ny E 4 Here 
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” The LAS T DAY. Book III. 
Here, Springs of endleſs Joy are breaking forth! 
There, buds the Promiſe of Celeſtial Wort! 
Worth; which muſt ripen in a happier Clime,. 
And brighter Sun, beyond the Bounds of Time. 1 
Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt Eſtate, 
W hat Stores, on foreign Coaſts, thy Landing wait. 
Loſe not thy Claim, let Virtue's Paths be trod; 
Thus glad all Heav'n, and pleaſe hat bounteous Gov, 
Who to light thee to Pleaſures, hung on high - 
Von radiant Orb, proud Regent of the Sky: 
That Service done, its Beams ſhall fade away, 
And Go ſhine forth in one Eternal Dav,- 1 
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To THE 


Counteſs of SALisBURY. 


wt 


denen, BY 


HE Nature of my Subject s out 
| my Patroneſs, and ſcarce left me the Li- 
— of a Choice. I hope it may be ſome Ex- 
cuſe for my Preſumption, that the following 


Story couid not have been read without Thoughts 


of che Counteſs of Salisbury, nn it had been 
Uedicatal to another. 

ri and Beauty met in the youthful and 
8 high-born Lady Jang GRA, in a wonder- 
ful Perfection; and, as their Nature is, they 
mutually aſſiſted each other. Her Beauty was 
more beautiful, becauſe ſhe was virtuous ; ; nor 
am I afraid to fay, on the other Hand, that her 
Religion itſelf admitted of Advantage, and re- 
ceiv'd Prevalency, as well as Luſtre, from the 
Elegance of her Mien, and the Gracefulneſs of 
her Perſon, | 6 


T nos good Men rather wiſh well to Virtue, 
than underſtand her true Intereſt, who think 
too Lightly” of what is 8 agreeable to Sight. As 
long 


; DEDICATION. 

long as we have Paffions 4s well as Reaſon, we 
ſhall own the Force of outward Appearances: 
By the Misfortune of Humanity, our Hearts 
are naturally ſhut againſt that which is only 
Good ; but when that which is Lovely joins 
with it, the latter makes Intereſt with our 
Senſes for the Admiſſion of the former, and the 
former calls in our Reaſon to embrace the latter ; 
and thus is brought about a happy Union and 
Concurrence of the whole Perſon, o miſerably 
divided uſually, and at Variance with ! himſelf. 
We may fix our Eyes on a fair Example of 
Piety, to an utter Deteſtation of our aver and 
"_ ourſclyes into a Newneſs of Life. 1. 


„Hunz ariſes a dadble. Obligation on ths 
Beautiful to be good; and to ſee the Charms of 
Mind and Perſon ſeparated, becomes a too juſt 
Occaſion of our Concern. To bebold a Perſon 
any Virtuous, ſtirs in us a prudent Regret; to 
behold a Perſon only Amiable to the Sight, warms 
us with a religious Indignation; but to turn 
our Eyes on a Counteſs of Salisbury, gives us 
Pleaſure and Improvement; it works a Sort of 
Miracle, occaſions the Biaſs of our Nature to 
fall off from Sin, and makes our very Senſes and 
Affection: Converts to our Religion, and Pros 
moters of our Duty. 


TukRk is not in Nature a more glotious 
Scene than he enjoys, who by Accident overſees 
et and Voung, and Beautiful Lady in her 

Cloſet 


Cloſet of Devotion. Inſtead of Gaiety, and 
Noiſe, and Throng, ſo natural to the Qualities 
juſt mentioned; all is ſolemn, and ſilent, and 

rivate. Pious Meditation has carried her away 
into a Forgetfulneſs of her lovely Perſon, which 
no one but herſelf can forget! All her exquiſite 
Features are animated with Religion in ſuch a 
Manner, as to make any licentious Thought 
in the Beholder impious and ſhocking! All her 
Motions and Poſtures, whoſe Gracefulneſs in 
others might be a Foundation for Pride, and 
be thought an Excuſe for Omiſſions in Duty, 
are full of Humiliation, and pious Neglect! 
Thoſe Eyes, which cannot be ſhewed in Pub- 
lick without interrupting the Buſineſs of the 
World, fixing Thouſands in Attention, and 
ſuſpending the Purſuits of Avarice and Ambi- 
tion, are devoutly raiſed, and importunately 
faſtened on an Inviſible Object; offering holy 
Violence for thoſe good Things, the Thoughts of 
which in vulgar Minds, keep Company, for 
the moſt Part, with nothing but Wrinkles, 
Grey- Hairs, and  [nfirmity! What a radiant 
Glimpſe of Heaven is this! All the divine and 
raviſhing Appearances, which were formed of 
Angels and- Saints in Glory, were at firſt 
ſuggeſted to the Minds of Man by ſuch a 
Sight. 


TEVY who are acquainted with the Charac- 

ter of the Lady Jane, will not look on this 
as foreign; they that are not, but have the 
Honour, 


D E D CATI O N. 
Honour of knowing the Counteſs of Salisbury, 


will make another ſufficient Excuſe os this 
ferning Digreſſion of, 1 


n 
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» "Your moſt Obedient 
And moſt Humble Servant, 


EDWARD VOUNCG. 
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BOOK 1. 


+ 3. 
7 =p * at. L.A. 
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e, Coles 3 we calls, 
Lumina; nam teneras arcebant vincula palmas. 


\ Vins. 


"— 


F ROM lofty Themes, from Thought that 
ſoar' d on high, 


And open'd wond”rous Scenes FAA the Sky, 
My Muſe deſcend : Indulge niy fond Deſire, 


With ſofter Thoughts my melting Soul inſpire, ; 
And'ſmooth my Numbers to a Female's Praiſe: 
A partial World will liſten to my Lays, ſ 
While Anxa reigns, and ſets a Female Name 
VDnrival'd in the Glorious Liſts of Fame. 
3 a Hrar 
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And all, but Adoration, i is your Due. 


80 The Force & Rer1cion : 


HeAs, ye fair Daughters of this happy Land, 
Whoſe radiant Eyes the vanquiſhed World command, 


Who, round your Queen Majeſtick and Divine, 
Like Glories beaming from an Angel, ſhine, 


Virtue is Beauty But when Charms of Mind Ir 
With Elegance t of outward Form are -Join'd 3. 


When 2 makes ſuch bright Objects ſtill more 
bright, ( 3 ( ) C1 


And Fortune ſets them in the frongeſt Light 3— 


"Tis all of Heav- n that we below may view, PE 
Wand 


— 


Fam'p Female Virtue did this Iſle adorn 


Ere Ormond, or her Glorious Queen was born | 


4 a ow 


When now Maria's pow "ful Arms prevail d, 
And haughty DupLe v's bold Ambition faiPd, 
The beauteous Daughter of great SUFFOLK'S Race, ; 
In blooming Youth, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace br... 


Who gain'd a Crown by Treaſon not her own, 


And innocently fill'd Another's Throne; 
Hurld from the Summit of Imperial State, 
With equal Mind ſuſtain'd the Stroke of Fate. 

But 


on Vangyrsn'd Love. 517 


Bur how will Gv1LroRD, her far dearer Part, 
With manly Reaſon fortify his Heart? 
At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to know : 
Now ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances ſlow, 
To find her Lord; and finding, paſſes by 
Silent with Fear, nor dares ſne meet his Eye: 
Leſt that unaſk*d, in ſpeechleſs Grief, diſcloſe 
The mournful Secret of his inward Woes. 
Thus after Sickneſs, doubtful of her Face, 
The melancholy Virgin ſhuns the Glaſs. 


Ar Length, with troubled Thought, but Look 
ſetene, 
And Sorrow ſoften'd by her heav'nly Mien, 
She claſps her Lord, brave, beautiful, and young; 
While tender Accents melt upon her Tongue; 
Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
Fanning the Lilly, or the blooming Roſe. 


« Grieve not, my Lord, a Crown indeed is loſt ; 
What far out-ſhines a Crown, we ſtill may boaſt z 
F ._. «a 


32 The FoRct of RELIGION: 


« A Mind composd ; a Mind that can diſdain! 

A fruitleſs Sorrow for a Loſs fo vain. 

Nothing is Loſs that Virtue can improve 

«© To Wealth eternal, and Return above; 

Above, where no Diſtinction ſhall be known 

„% »Twixt him whom Storms have ſhaken from a 
Throne, n 

« And him, who basking in the Smiles of Fate, 

«© Shone forth in all the Splendor of the Great; 

6 Nor can find the Diff rence here below; 

« J lately was a Queen, I ſtill am ſo, 

„While Go vronb's Wife : Thee rather I obey, 

« Than o'er Mankind extend Imperial Sway. 

© When we lie down in ſome obſcure Retreat, 

& Incens'd Ma RIA may her Rage forget; 

« And to Death my Duty will improve, 

« And what you miſs in Empire, add in Love 

6e Your-Godlike Soul is open'd in your Look, 

e And I have faintly your great Meaning ſpoke. 

„ For this alone Pm pleas'd I wore the Crown, 

To find with what Content we lay it down. 


* Heroes 


® 


or, Van,. Love; 33 


« Heroes may win, but tis a heav'nly Race 
** Can quit a T ee a becoming n. A 


25 


ren 


Her 8 Lord, whoſe RN th Boſom n 
A darker Cloud of Ills would burt, and bed T 
Severer Vengeance on her guiltleſs Head! - 
Too juſt * the Terrors which he felt! 
For lo a Guard Forgive him if he maltrmorn 
How ſharp her Pangs, when ſever'd from his Side, 
The moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving Bride 
In Space confin'd, the Muſe forbears to tell, 
Deep was her Anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
His Pain was equal, but his Virtue leſs, 

He thought in Grief there could be no Exceſs. 
Penſive he fate, o'ercaſt with gloomy Care, 

And often fondly claſp*d his abſent Fair; | 
Now ſilent, wander'd through his Rooms of State, 
And ſicken'd at the Pomp, and tax d his Fate; 
Which thus adorn'd in all her ſhining tak * 
A er Wretch, magnificently poor. 

Fa Now 


a 


\ 12 


84 The Foxcr of RELICGIToN: 

Now on the Bridal-Bed his Eyes were caſt, 
And Anguiſh fed on his Enjoyments paſt 3 
Each recollected Pleaſure made him ſmart, 
And ev'ry Tranſport ſtabb'd him to the Heart. 


Tnar happy Moon, which ſummor'd to Delight, 
That Moon which ſhone on his dear aupty Night, 
Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted bas | 
(Deny'a i to Princes) in her longing Arms; 
Now ſees the tranſient Bleſſing fleet away, 

Empire and Love the Viſion of a Day. 

Tuus in the Britifh Clime a Summer-Storm 
Will oft' the ſmiling Face of Heav'n deform ; 
The Winds with Violence at once deſcend, 

Sweep Flow'rs and Fruits, and make the Foreſt bend; 
A ſudden Winter, while the Sun is near, 
Ofercomes the Seaſon, and inverts the Year, 


: Bur whither is the Captive borne away, 
The beauteous Captive, from the chearful Day? 
The 


Or, Van urs H'D LOVE. 85 


The Scene is chang'd indeed; before her Eyes 

Ill-boding Looks, and unknown Horrors riſe : | 

For Pomp and Splendor, for her Guard and Crown, 

A gloomy Dungeon and a Keeper's Frown; | 

Black Thoughts, each Morn, invade the Lover's Breaſt, 

Each Night, a Ruffian locks the Queen to Reſt. 
An mournful Change, if judg'd by vulgar Minds! 

But SvrroLx's Daughter its Advantage finds. 

Religion's Force Divine is beſt diſplay*d 

In a Deſertion of all Human Aid: 

To ſuccour in Extremes is her Delight, 

And cheer the Heart, when Terror ſtrikes the Sight. 

We, disbelieving our own Senſes, gaze, 

And wonder what a Mortal's Heart can raiſe. 

To triumph o'er Misfortunes, ſmile in Grief, 

And comfort thoſe who come to bring Relief: 

We gaze; and as we gaze, Wealth, Fame, Yecay, 

And all the World's vain Glories fade away. 


 AcainsT: her Cares ſhe rais'd a dauntleſs Mind, 
And with an ardent Heart, but moſt reſign'd, | 
F 3 Deep 


86 The Force of Rericion! 


Deep in the dreadful Gloom, with pious Hear, 1 
Amid the Silence of her dark Retreat, 111 
Addreſt her God I Almighty Pow'r Divine! 
« *Tis Thine to raiſe, and to depreſs is Thine'z 
With Honour to light up the Name unknown, 
Or ts put out the Luſtre of a Throne. 

< In my ſhort Span both Fortunes I have prov'd, 

„ Nor hope the Priſoner leſs than Quz Ex belov'd; 
& bear it all (O ſtrengthen me to bear!) 

« And if my Piety may claim thy Care; 

« Tf I remember'd in Youth's giddy Heat, 

« And Tumult of a Court, a future State; 

« O favour! when thy Mercy I implore 

e For one who never guilty Sceptre bore 1 | 
Twas I receiv'd the Crown; my Lord is free; 
« Tf it matt falk let Ventzennee fall 'on me. 

« Let him ſurvive, his Ry s Name to raiſe, 
„Anf in a guilty Land to ſpeak Thy Praiſe! 

% O may th' Indulgence of a Father's, Love, 

* Pour'd forth on me be doubl'd from above ! 

« If theſe are ſafe, I'll think my Pray'rs ſucceed, 
6 And bleſs thy _ Mercies whilft I bleed.” 


1 "* WAS 


Or, VaxqIisH'D Lo VE. 87 


»Twas now the mournful Eve before that Day 
In which the Queen to her full Wrath gave Way; 
Thro' rigid Juſtice ruſh'd into Offence, 
And drank in Zeal the Blood of Innocence, 

The Sun wentdown in Clouds, and ſeem'd to mourn 
The ſad Necellity of his Return : 

The hollow Wind, and melancholy Rain; 

Or did, or was imagin'd to complain. 

The Tapers caſt an inauſpicious Light; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the Night, 


_ SwxzErwT Innocence in Chains can take her Reſt, 
Soft Slumber gently creeping thro? her Breaſt, 

She ſinks ; and in her Sleep is re-inthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy Dream, and vainly crown'd, 
She views her Fleets and Armies, Seas and Land, 
And ſtretches wide her Shadow of Command: 
With Royal Purple is her Viſion hung; 

By Fantom Hoſts are Shouts of Conqueſt rung; 
Low at her Feet the ſuppliant Rival lies; 


Our Captive mourns her Fate, and bids her riſe. 
F4 Now 
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Nor let her Blood the conſcious Day- light ſtain. 


38 The Force of Reri6100nt + : 


Now level Beams upon the Waters play'd, 
Glancd on the Hills, and Weſtward caſt the Shade. 
The buſy Trades in Cities had began i E 


- To ſound, and ſpeak the painful Life of Man, 


In Tyrants Breaſts the Thoughts of Vengeance 
rouze, | 2708 
And the fond Bridegroom turns him to his Spouſe. 
At this firſt Birth of Light, while Morning breaks, 
Our Spouſeleſs Bride, our Widow'd Wife awakes ; | 
Awakes, and ſmiles ; nor Night's Impoſture blames ; 
Her real Pomps were little more than Dreams; 
A -ſhort-liv'd Blaze, a Lightning quickly o'er, 
That dy'd in Birth, that ſhone, and were no more: 
She turns her Side, and ſoon reſumes a State 
Of Mind, well ſuited to her alter'd Fate, 
Serene, tho? ſerious 3 when dread Tidings come 
(Ah wretched Gur LFORD ) of her inſtant Doom. 
Sun, hide thy Beams; in Clouds as black as Night 
Thy Face involve; be guiltleſs of the Sight; | 
Or haſte more fwiftly to the Weſtern Main ; 


On 


\ 


Or, VANqQu1sn'D Love. 89 


On how ſevere! to fall ſo new a Bride, 
Yet bluſhing from the Prieſt, in youthful Pride; 
When Time had juſt matur'd each perfect Grace, 
And open'd all the Wonders of her Face! 
To leave her GulLroR dead to all Relief, 
Fond of his Woe, and obſtinate in Grief. 
Unhappy Fair! whatever Fancy drew, 
(Vain promis'd Bleſſings!) vaniſh from her View; 
No Train of chearful Days, endearing Nights, 
No ſweet domeſtick Joys, and chaſte Delights ; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ev'n from Doubts, and Fears 
And Blifs, and Rapture riſing out of Cares: 
No little Gu Lroxp, with paternal Grace, 
Lull'd on her Knee, or ſmiling in her Face; 
Who, when her deareſt Father ſhall return, 
From pouring Tears on her untimely Urn, 
Might Comfort to his Silver Hairs impart, 
And fill her Place in his indulgent Heart : 
As where Fruits fall, quick riſing Bloſſoms ſmile, 
And the blef'd Indian of his Care beguile. 


The Fokck of RELIGION: 


In vain theſe various Reaſons jointly preſs, 
To blacken Death, and heighten her Diſtreſs ; 
She thro' th* encircling Terrors darts her Sight, 

To the bleſs'd Regions of eternal Light, 
And fills her Soul with Peace: To weeping Friends 
Her Father and her Lord ſhe recommends ; 
Unmov d her Self: Her Foes her Air ſurvey, 
And rage to ſee their Malice thrown away. 
She ſoars 3 now naught on Earth detains her Care 
But Gv1Lrozp 3 who ſtill ſtruggles for his Share. 
Still will his Form importunately riſe, 
Clog, and retard her Tranſport to the Skies; 
As trembling Flames now take a feeble Flight, 
Now catch the Brand with a returning Light. 
Thus her Soul onward, for the Seats above, 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into Love: 
At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful Field; 
That Heav'n the ſeeks will be her GuiLrorp's | 

© Shield, © 
Now Death is welcome; his Approach is flow ; 
Tis tedious longer to expect the Blow. 
* | On! 


Or, Vangorsn'p: Lovz. 91 


on! Mortals, ſhort of Sight, who think the oy 
Oerbloun Misfortune, ſtill ſhall prove the laſt: 
Alas! Misfortunes travel in a Train, 
And oft in Life form one oMctual Chain; 


Fear buries Fear, and Ills on Ills attend, 
Till Life and Sorrow meet one common End. 


Sas thinks that ſhe has naught but Death to fear, 
And Death is'conquer'd. Worſe than Death is near: 
Her rigid Trials are not yet complete, | 
The News arrives of her great Father's Fate. 
She ſees his hoary Head all white with Age, 

A Victim to th' offended Monarch's Rage. 
Hoy great the Mercy, had ſhe breath'd her laſt, 
*Ere the dire Sentence on her Father paſt. | 


A ronvex Parent Nature never knew, 
And as his Age increav'd, his Fondneſs grew. 

A Parent's Love neꝰ er better was beſtow'd,' | 

The pious Daughter in her Heart O 'erflow'd. 

And can ſhe from all Weakneſs ſtill refrain? 
And ſtill the Firmneſs of her Soul maintain? 
591 8 | — 23 


«A 


or. Th" Fonck of RxL1G10N: 


Lnpoſible! a Sigh will wirr i its Ways 0 
One patient Tear her mortal Birth betray ; 
She ſighs and weeps, but ſo ſhe weeps and PEN 
As ſilent Dews s dee, and E ane 11. 


CELESTIAL Patience! l How oſt thou defeat 
The Foe's proud Menace, and clude his Hate? 
While Paſſion takes his Part, betrays our Peace; 
To Death and Torture ſwells each light Diſgrace ; 
By not oppoſing, Thou doſt Ills deſtroy, | 
And wear thy conquer'd Sorrows into Joy. 


Now ſhe revolyes within her affine Mind, - 
What Moe ſlill lingers in Reſerve behind. 
Griefs riſe on Griefs, and ſhe can ſee no und, 
While Nature laſts, and can receive a Wound. 

The Sword is drawn; the Queen to Rage inclin'd, 
By Mercy, nor by Piety confin d. EA 
J What Mercy can the Zealot's Heart aſſwage, 11d A 
Whoſe Piety itſelf converts to Rage? 

She thought, and ſigh'd. And now the Blood * 


To leave her beauteous Cheek all cold and wan. 
| New 


Or, 'Vanqvisn'y Love, 93 


New Sorrow dimm'd the Luſtre of her Eye, 


And on her Cheek the fading Roſes die. ** 
Alas! ſhould GurTroxp too When now ſhe's 
a brought - | 


To that dire View, that Precipice of Thought; 
While there ſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look down, 
Nor can recede, *till Heav*n's Decrees are known, 
Cure of all 11ls, till now, her Lord appears, 

But not to chear her Heart, and dry her Toars 2 
Not now, as uſual, like the riſing Day, 

To chaſe the Shadows, and the Damps away: 
But, like a gloomy Storm, at once to ſweep 

And plunge her to the Bottom of the Deep. 

Black were his Robes, dejected was his Air, 

His Voice was frozen by his cold Deſpair; 

Slow, like a Ghoſt, he mov'd with ſolemn Pace; 
A dying Paleneſs ſate upon his Face. 

Back ſhe recoil'd; ſhe ſmote her lovely Breaſt, 
Her Eyes the Anguiſh of her Heart confeſsd; 
Struck to the Soul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the Wound, 
And ſunk a breathleſs Image to the Ground. 
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Tuvs the fair Lilly, when the Sky's o 


At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble Blaſt; 
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FORCE of RELIGION: 


FEC ; 
Vanovisn'd Love. 
B O o * 1 
tin — — 
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His Hua, bones + ? Jen Ic nos in ene 5 ? 
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Fs. 
ELL me fair Cxcir, (Who ſhould better tell, 


* 


h 


| 


I 


Than Lou, in whom a Beauties 
+ . dwell?) 


4 


(MAT 


Where, for that 8 fled the brighter Glace, 
The Bloom, and ſprightly Luſtre: of her Fate? 3 


N 
| 


Say, loiter'd it below; and bumbly.cho& 
To make the Lilly fair, and fluſt the Roſe ? * 


Or did it mount to Heav'n, from whence it came, 


And there with Eaſe aſſume an Angel's Name? 


Bur 


96 We Force of Reticion : 


Bur rather ſay, where pleas d her Soul to rove? 
Sought it the glorious Martyrs crowd above? 
Or did it Here its airy Being ſpread, 
Hov'ring in Fondneſs o'er her GuiLrorD's Head? 
Gv1LrosD, who claſps her beautiful in Death, 
] And with a Kiſs recals her fleeting, Breath. 68 þ 
[ | [ | | To Tapers thus, which by a Blaſt expire, 


A lighted Taper touch'd, reſtores the Fire. | 
She rear'd her ſwimming Eye, and ſaw the Light, 
And Gv1LroRD too, or ſhe had loath'd the Sight: . 
Her Father's Death ſhe bore, deſpig'd her own, 
But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will have Leave to groan : 


An! GvuiLroRD, ſhe began, and would have ſpoke, 
But Sobs ruſh'd in, and ev'ry Accent broke; 
Reaſon itſelf, as Guſts of Paſſion blew, 

Was ruffled in the Tempeſt, and withdrew. 


So the Youth loſt his Image in the Well, 
When Tears upon the yielding Surface fell : 
The ſeatter d Features lid into Decay, 

And ſpreading Circles drove his Face away. 
e ng 'To 


Or, VANQUEsH D- Love. '97 


T o touch the ſoft Affections, and controul 
The manly Temper of the braveſt Soul, 
What with afflicted Beauty can compare, | 
And Drops of Love diſtilling from the Fair? - 
It melts us down ; our Pains Delight beſtow, 
And we with Fondneſs languiſh o'er our Woe. 


8 


Tuis Gui rroxp prov'd, and with Exceſs of Pain, 


And Pleaſure too, did to his Boſom ſtrain 
The weeping Fair. Sunk deep in ſoft Deſire, 
Indulg'd his Love, and nurs'd the raging Fire. 
Then tore himſelf away, and ſtanding wide, 
As fearing a Relapſe of Fondneſs, cry'd, 
With ill-diſſembled Grief; My Life, forbear, 
«© You wound your Gui Lroxp with each cruel Tear. 
Did you not chide my Grief ? repreſs your own; 
„ Nor want Compaſſion for yourſelf alone. 
__* Have you beheld how from the diſtant Main, 
The thronging Waves rowl on a num'rous Train, 
And foam and bellow, till they reach the Shore, 
«© There burſt their noiſy Pride, and are no more? 
| IT 2 + Thus 


98 The Force of RELIOION: 


Thus the ſucceſſive Flos of human Race, 
cc ' Chac'd by the coming, the preceding Chace; 
4 T ber ſound, and wel, their haughty Heads 482 
Lab, rear, 
« Then fall, and flatten, break, and * 
c Life is a Trifle e muſt ſhortly pay, 
* And where's the mighty Lucre of a Day? 
„ Why ſthould-you mourn my Fate? *Tis: - un- 
ET: 
* Your on you * 3 
And which can you imagine was the Dart 
That drank moſt Blood, ſunk deepeſt in my Heart? 


I cannot live without you, and my Doom 


I meet with Joy, to ſhare one common Tomb.— 6 


And are again your Tears profuſely ſpilt! 
Ohl then my Kindneſs blackens to my Guilt ; 
« It foils itſelf, if it recal your Pain; 

60 Life of my Life, I beg you to refrain; 

The Load which Fate impoſes, you increaſe, 
And help MARIA to deſtroy my Peace. 


"— * 
* o <4 a © 


4 Bor 


5 


Or, Van D Love.” 99 


Bur oh! againſt himſelf his Labour turn d; 
The more He comforted, the more She mourn'd ;; 
Compaſſion ſwells our Grief, Words {oft and kind 
But ſooth our Weakneſs, and diſſolve the Mind: 
Her Sorrow flow'd. in Streams, nor Her's alone, 
While That he blam'd, he yielded to his own. . 
Where are the Smiles ſhe wore, when ſhe ſo late 
Hail'd him, great Partner of the Regal State; 
When orient Gems around her Temples blaz d, 
Wee Nations on the * 0 1952 


Bur Wet a FOE: Viciſlicade below | 
Of Light and Darkneſs, Happineſs and Woe; 
The Dawn of Day is an Approach to Night, 
And Grief is the Concluſion of Delight, 


T is now the Queen's Command, they both retreat 
To weep with Dignity, and mourn in State: 
She forms the decent Miſery with Joy, 1 v2 
And loads with Pomp the Wretch ſhe would deſtroy. 
A ſpacious Hall-is, hung with Black, all Light 
Shut. out, and the Noon-day darken'd into Night. 
G 2 From 


1 
| 


Numbers have laid that bright Delufion down: 


But where's the CHARLES, or DrocLes1 an where, 


100 The Force F Rericion: 


From the Mid- roof a Lamp depends on high, 


N b a fe g melancholy Oö, 


Which only ſnews the Darkneſs of the Room. 
A ſhining Ax is on the Table laid, 
A dreadful Sight, and glitters thro' the Shade. 


Ive this fad Scene the Lovers are confir'd 
A Scene of Terrors to a guilty Mind! 
A Scene that wou'd have damp'd with riſing Cares, 
And quite extinguiſh'd ev'ry Love but theirs. 
What can they do? They fix their mournful Eyes, 
Then Gv1LyoRD thus abruptly ; < I deſpiſe 
« An Empire loſt, I fling away the Crown 


*«© Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping Fair? 
Ohl to dwell ever on thy Lip! to ſtand | 
<< In full Poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy Hand! 
And thro* th unclouded Chryſtal of thy Eye, 
« The heav'nly Treaſures of thy Mind to ſpie! 
5 „ Till 


Or, VANqpISH'Do Loy. 104 


« Till Rapture Reaſon happily deſtroys, 5 
* And my Soul wanders thro immortal Joys! 8 : 
« Give me the World, and ask me where's my Blis,. 
« I claſp thee to my Breaſt, and anſwer This. 
* Andſhall the Grave--He groans, and can no more, . 
But all her Charms in Silence traces o'er i 
Her Lip, her Cheek, and Eye, to Wonder wrought, 
And wond'ring ſees in ſad preſaging Thought, 
From that fair Neck, that World of Beauty fall, 
And row! along the Duſt, a ghaſtly Ball | 


Onl let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſs'd? 
For who but Gui LroRD, could be thus diſtreſs/d? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flow'ry Meadows, and from Rooms of State; 
Nor think I call, your Pleaſures to deſtroy, 
But to refine, and to exalt your Joy; 
Weep not, but ſmiling fix your ardent care 
On nobler Titles, than the Brave or Fair. 

Was ever ſuch a mournful moving Sight? ; 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling Light 

2 G 3 Now 


162 The” Föfct f RT EIGC LON: 


Now they embrace; and mir d ir bitter Well 
Like Is and het hah; one Strenm they flow. © * 
Now they ſtart wide; fied in benumbing ce, 
They ſtiffen into Statues of l 
Now tenderly ſevere, and fiercely Nach eto A ?: 
They ruſh at 6n&e, chey fing their Cares behitd,” © 
And'Ulalp, as if to Death ; tiew Vous repeat, | 
And quite wrap'd up in Love, forget their Fate. 
A mort Deluſion for the raging "aj 314t 2202 cnn] 
Returns, and their poor Hearts tmiſt bleed . 


7 
F 


So when fierce Tempeſts the rough Ocean ſ weld, 
Two friendly Vefitls once theſe Eyes beheld ; 1 
Now rü iti Circles, if a Line now fly, 

Now reel, now ſleep, now ſink, now hang on high; 
Thus, with Variety of Terror, preſs 
Thiveyh all 1 dreadful mn of Diſtreſs 


) 


— 


Mzan Time, the re new Cruelty decreed 3 
But, ill content that they ſhould only bleed, 
A Prieſt is ſent, who with inſidious Art, 
Inſtils his Poiſon into SvrroL's Heart; 
gs ; And 
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And Gvirlrozp drank it, hanging on the Breaſt; 
| He from his Childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
When now the Miniſters. of Death draw. nigh, * 
And in her deareſt Lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 
The ſubtle Prieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt unguarded Paſſes of her Mind. 
Beſpoke her thus : © Grieve not; tis in your Pow- 'r 
4 Your Lord to reſcue from this fatal Hour.“ 
Her Boſom pants; ſhe draws her Breath with Pain; 
A ſudden, Horror thrills thro? ev'ry Vein 

Life ſeems ſuſpended, on his Words intent; 
And her Soul trembles for the great Event. 


. s 
Tus Prieſt proceeds: Embrace the Faith of 


Kue, 1 

** And ward your own, your Lord's, and Father's 
Doom.“ ; 35 l 

Ye bleſſed Spirits! now your Charge ſuſtain 

The paſt was Eaſe ; now firſt ſhe ſuffers Pain, 

Mut ſhe pronounce her Father's Death, mult ſhe | 

Bid Gui Iro bleed? it muſt not, cannot be. 

G 4 It 
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It cannot be! But *tis the Chriſtian $ toe D 0 
Above Impoſlibilities to raiſe | i, 
The Weakneſs of our Nature, and deride © 
Of vain Philoſophy the boaſted Pride. 
What tho” our feeble Sinews ſcarce impart ” 

A Moment's Swiftneſs to the feather'd Dart ; 
Though tainted Air our vigorous Youth can break, 
And a chill Blaſt the hardy Warrior hake, 
Vet are we ſtrong : Hear the loud Tempeſt roar 
From Faſt to Weſt, and call us Weak no more; | 
The Lightning's unreſiſted Force proclaims | 
Our Might; and Thunders raiſe our humble Names. 


*Tis our Jexovan fills the Heav'ns; as _ 


As He ſhall reign Aimighty, We are ſtrong: 
We, by Devotion, borrow from his Throne, 
And almoſt make Omnipotence our own: nds 
We force the Gates of Heav'n by fervent Prayer, 
And call forth Triumphs out of Man's Def] pair. 


Ovx lovely Mourner kneeling, lifts her EJS, 
And _— Heart in Silence to the Skies, 
By 2 Devoutly 


Or, Vanqyisn'y Love: teh 


Devoutly ſad— Then bright ning, like the Day, 

When ſudden Winds ſweep ſcatter'd Clouds way 

Shining in Majeſty, till now unknown, 

And breathing Life and Spirit ſcarce her -w-; 

| She, riſing, ſpeaks: If theſe the Terms—— 
HRE GufLroxp, cruel GuiztroRy; (barb'rous' 
924 Adhatts: <<: Lat B 

Is this thy Love?) as ſwift as Light'ning ran; 

O' erwhelm'd her with tempeſtuous Sorrow fraught, 

And ſtifled, in its Birth, the mighty Thought: 

Then, burſting freſn into a Flood of Tears, 

Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his Fears, 

His Fears for her alone: He beat his Breaſt, 

And thus the Fervour of his Soul expreſt. 

Oh let thy Thought o'er our paſt Converſe rove, 

„And ſhew one Moment uninflam'd with Love! 

« Oh! if thy Kindneſs can no longer laſt, 

<« In Pity to thyſelf, forget the paſt ! 

« Elſe wilt thou never, void of Shame and Fear, 

E « Pronounce his * whom thou haſt held ſo dear. 

oy Thou 
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Thou, who haſt took me to thy Arms, and ſwore 
« Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
That to continue, was its utmoſt Po Wr. 
te And make the future like the preſent Hour. 
WG. Nau call a Ruffian; bid his cruel Sword IT 01 2 
« Lay wide the Boſom of thy worthleſs Lord; 
6 Tranſix his Heart, (ſince you its Love diſclaim) 
% And ſtain his Honour with a Traytor's Name. 
* This:might: perhaps be borne without Remorſe ; 
« But ſure a Father's. Pangs will have their Force. 
4e Shall his good Age, ſo near its Journey's End, 
&« Through eruel Torment to the Grave deſcend? 
« His ſhallow Blood all iſſue at a Wound. 
&© Waſh a Slaveꝰs Feet, and ſmoak upon the Ground 
« But he to you has ever been ſevere; oh 
Then take your Vengeance—SvxroLK now draw 
ro. L Ammian ming ap wor 5 7: 
Bending beneath the Burthen of his Care: 
His Robes neglected, and his Head was bare; 
Decrepid Winter, in the yearly Ring 
Thus flowly creeps to meet the blooming Spring. 
Fon Down- 


\ 


Or, "Vaxoy13n'n Love: roy 
Downward he caſt a melancholy Look; DA 
Thrice turnꝰd to hide his Grief 3 then faintly ſpoke... | 
4 Now deep in Years, and forward in Decay, 


« That Ax can only rob me of a Day * ß 


& For thee; my Sour s Deſire, I can't refrain 
„And fhall my Tears, my laſt Tears, flow in vain? 
« When you-ſhall know a Mother's tender Name, 
«© My Heart's Diſtreſs, no longer will you blame.“ 
At this, afar his burſting Groans were heard; 
The Tears ran trickling down his Silver Beard: 
He ſnatch'd her Hand, which to his Lips he preſt, 
And bid her platit's' Dagger in his Breaſt; 

Then, ſinking, calbd her Piety unjuſt, 


— 


And ſoibd his hoary Temples in the Duſt. 


* 
' + + 4+ &4- + we & . 


Harp-HBARTE p Men! will you no Mercy * 
Has the Queen bribꝰd you to diſtreſs her Foe? 
O weak Deſerters to Misfortune's Part, 
By falſe Affection thus to pierce her Heart! 
When ſhe had ſoar'd, to let your Arrows fly, 
And fetch her bleeding from the middle Sy? 
And 


— — — —— — 
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And can her Virtue, ſpringing from the Ground, 
ler Flight recover, and diſdain the Wound, 
When eleaving Love, and human Intereſt, bind 
The broken Force of her aſpiring Mind? 

As round the gen'rous Eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her Strength, the Serpent wreaths his Train, 
Her ſtruggling Wings entangles, curling plies 
His pois'nous Tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies. 


| Warr yet the Blow's firſt dreadful Weight ſhe 

- (2411 feels F 4 160 
And with its Force her Reſolution reels; | 
Large Doors, unfolding with -a mournful Sound, 
To View diſcover, welt' ring on the Ground, 
Three headleſs Trunks of thoſe, whoſe Arms main- 
Ni e e e * 
And in her Wars immortal Glory gain d. 
The lifted Ax aſſur· d her ready Dom. 

And ſilent Mourners ſadden'd all the Room. 
Shall I proceed, or here break off my Tale, 

Nor Truths, to ſtagger human Faith, reveal; 

SHE 


+ 3? 
47 
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Sue met this utmoſt Malice of her Fate 
With Chriſtian Dignity, and pious State. 
The beating Storm's'propitious Rage ſhe bleſt, 
And all the Martyr triumph'd in her Breaſt. _ 
Her Lord and Father, for a Moment's Space, 
She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft Embrace! 
Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while Angels heard on high, 
And ſudden Gladneſs ſmil'd along the Sky, 


Fon Over-fondneſs has not mov'd my Hate: 
«© Tam well pleag'd you make my Death ſo great. 
„ joy I cannot fave you, and have giv'n 
« Two Lives, much dearer than my own, to Heavn, | 
* If ſo the Queen decrees. But I have Cauſe | 
« To hope my Blood will ſatisfy the Laws; 
ce And there is Mercy ſtill, for you, in Store: 
<« With me the Bitterneſs of Death is o'er. 
« He ſhot his String in that Farewel-Embrace 3 
« And all, that is to come, is Joy and Peace. 
« Then let miſtaken Sorrow be ſuppreſt, | 
“Nor ſeem to envy my approaching Reſt,” 

8 Los S. b e 
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Then, turning tothe Miniſters of Fate, 

She, ſmiling,” ſays, * My Victory compleat : 
And tell your Queen, I thank her for the Blow, 
c And grieve my Gratitude I. cannot ſhew : : 

A poor Return I leave in Englands Crown, 
“For everlaſting Pleaſure, and Renown Ft 02 
Her Guilt alone allays this happy Hour; 
de Her Guilt, the only Vengeance in her PoWr.“ 


HR Lord and Father view wich Frapſport fill'd, 
Their utmoſt Efforts to her Virtue yield; 
Her firm Reſiſtance, fAluſh'd with Shame, approve, 

With Joy exulting, while they die with Love. 
Not Rome, untouch'd with Sorrow, heard her Fate; 
And fierce MARIA pity'd her too late. 


Trvs to. bright CeciL I preſume to ſing, 
While Britain ſerves a Greater than a King; 
To vindicate her Sex, and Man chaſtiſe, 
Who dreams himſelf alone, or good, or wiſe. 
To what an Height this Female -Martyr roſe, 
And number'd Life and Love among her Foes; 
- While 
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While Man, Apoſtate to his berter Thought, 
Againſt his Wiſhes impotently fought * * 

Our Britiſh Fai air, ye Loves, and Graves, lead 
Through ev'ry "Grove, o'er ev ry verdant Mead i 
On ev'ry Hill and Vale let Cx II tredd. 

That Flow'rs may ſpring, to ſtrow the lovely Dead. 
Ye Lillies, dip your Bells in whiter Snow-z © - 
Ye Roſes, with a richer Scarlet glow, 
To deck her facred Tomb. Bleſs'd Shade receive 
Theſe late, but earneſt Honours paid thy Grave: 
Nor deem it, moſt Eſteem'd, a ſlight Reſpect, 
When living Wonders we for Thee neglect; 
When to thy Duſt our zealous Harp is ſtrung,” - 


— 
i 


While Blooming Cecir's Self remains unſung. 


— 
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I LE his Reps zMtx'on his Canvas dies; 
Stabb'dathis Feet his Bor Hh welt ring lies: 


6 The 3 Artiſt, eruelly rene 
Views the pale Cheek and the diſtorted Mien; 

1 le drains off Life by Drops, and, deaf to Cries, 
+ Examines ev*ry Spirit as it fies: 

"He ſtudies Torment, dives in mortal Woe, | 1 


To rouze up ev'ry Pang repeats his Blow; 

Each riſing Agony, each dreadful Grace, 

Yet warm tranſplanting to hisSavious's-Face, 
O glorious Theft! O nobly wicked Draught! 


Wirk its full Charge of Death each Feature fraught! 


Such wond'rous Force the Magic Colours boaſt, 
F rom his Own Skill be ftarts, in Horror loſt. 


* Who obtained Land to treat a Malefactor, condemned to be 


broke upon the Wheel, as he pleaſed for this Purpoſe. The Man 


being extended, this wonderful Artiſt directed that he ſhould be 
ſtabbed in ſuch Parts of the Body as he apprehended would occa- 
fion the moſt excruciating Torture, that he might repreſent the 


Agonies of Death in the moſt 1 Manner. 
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To the RicaT Honour ABLE 


THOMAS Lord PARK ER, 


Baron of MAccixSsTIEILo, Lord High-Chan- 
cellor of GREAT BRITAIN, Sc. 
My LORD, 
HOUGH I have not the Honour of 
being known to Your Lordſhip, I pre- 
ſume to take a Privilege which Men of Retire- 
ment are apt to think themſelves in Poſſeſſion 
of, as being the only Method they have of 
making their Way to Perſons of Your Lord- 
ſhip's ich Station, without ſtruggling through 
Multitudes for Acceſs. I may paſſibly fail in 


my Reſpect to Your Lordſhip, even while _ 


endeavour to ſhew it moſt; but if I err, it is 
becauſe I imagined I ought not to make my 
firſt Approach to one of Your Lordſhip's exalted 
Character with leſs Ceremony than that of a 
Dedication. It is annexed to the Condition of 
eminent Merit, not to ſuffer more from the 
Malice of its Enemies, than from the Impor- 
tunity of its Admirers; and perhaps it would 
be unjuſt, that Your Lordſhip ſhould hope to 
be exempted from the Troubles, when You 
poſſeſs all the Talents of a Patron. 

T rave here a fair Occaſion to celebrate 
thoſe ſublime Qualities, of which a whole Na- 
tion is ſenſible, were it not. inconſiſtent with 
the Deſign of my preſent Application. By the 
juſt Diſcharge of Your great Employments, 
Your Lordſhip may well deferve the Prayers of 
the Diſtreſſed, the Thanks of Your Country, 
and the Approbation of Your Royal Maſter ; 
This indeed is a Reaſon why every good Briton | 


+ ſhould 


which I am, 


—— — — — 


DEDICATION. 
ſhould applaud Your Lordſhip, but it is equally - 
a Reaſon why None ſhould diſturb You in the 
Execution of your important Affairs, by Works 
of Fancy and Amuſement. I was therefore 
induced to make this Addreſs to Your Lord-. 


ſhip, by conſidering You rather in the amiable 
Light of a Perſon diſtinguiſhed for a refined 


Taſte of the polite Arts, and the Candour that 
uſually attends it, than in the Dignity of Your 
publick Character. OE E 

The Greatneſs and Solemnity of . the Sub- 


jects, treated of in the following Work, cannot 


fail in ſome meaſure to recommend it to a Per- 
ſon who holds in the utmoſt Veneration thoſe 


ſacred Books from which it is taken ; and would 


at the ſame Time juſtify to the World my 
Choice of the great Name prefixed to it, could 
I be aſſured that the Undertaking had not ſuf- 
fered in my Hands, Thus much I think my- 


ſelf obliged to ſay, that if this little Performance 


had not been very indulgently ſpoken of by ſome 
whoſe Judgment is univerſally allowed in Writ- 


ings of this Nature, I had not dared to gratify 


my Ambition in offering it to Your Lordſhip, 

I am ſenſible that I am endeavouring to excuſe 

one Vanity by another; but I hope I ſhall meet 

with Pardon for it, ſince it is yiſibly intended to 
ſhew the great Submiſſion and Reſpe& with 

My LORD, Fo pe. 

Nour Lordſbip's moſt, Obedient, 

And moſt Humble Servant, 


EPDwWARPD YoU NG. 
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HRICE happy Jon +1ong liv'd in Regal State, 
Nor jaw the ſumptuous Eaſt a Prince ſo Great; 
Whoſe Worldly Stores in ſuch Abundance flow'd, | 

Whoſe Heart with ſuch exalted Virtue glow'd: 
x At 


* It is diſputed among the Criticks who was the Author of the 
Book of Fob ; ſome give it to Moſes, ſome to others. As I was 
engaged in this little Performance, ſome Arguments occured to me 
which favour the former of theſe Opinions; and becauſe I do not 
find them mentioned by any one elſe, I have flung them into the 
following Notes, where little elſe is to be expected. 

+ The Almighty's 8 „Chapter xxxviii, &c. which is 
what I paraphraſe in this little Work, is by much the fineſt 
Part of the nobleſt, and moſt antient Poem in the World. 
Biſhop Patrick ſays, its Grandeur is as much above all other 
Poetry, as Thunder is louder than a Whiſper. In order to ſet 
this diſtinguiſhed Part of the Poem in a fuller Light, and give 
the Reader a clearer Conception of it, I have abridged the pre- 
ceding and ſubſequent Parts of the Poem, and joined them to it ; fo 
72 this Piece is a Sort of an Epitome of the whole Book of 

I uſe the Word Parapbra ſe, becauſe I want another which 
might better anſwer the uncommon Liberties I have taken. I have 
omitted, added, and tranſpoſed. The Verſes upon the Mountain, 
the Comet, the Sun, and other Parts, are entirely added: Thoſe 
upon the Peacock, the Lion, &c. are much enlarged : And I have 
thrown the whole into a Method more ſuitable to our Notions of 
Regularity. The Judicious, if they compare this Piece with the 

; | H 3 | Original, 
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At Length Misfortunes take their Turn to reign, 
And Ills on Ills ſucceed, a dreadful Train? 
What now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong, 
The Sword wide-waſting, the reproachful Tongue, 
And ſpotted Plagues, that mark'd his Limbs all o'er 
So thick with Pains, they wanted Room for more? 
A Change fo ſad what Mortal Heart cou'd bear ? 
Exhauſted Woe had left him naught to fear, = 
But gave Him All to Grief: Low Earth He preſt, 
Wept in the Duſt, and forely ſmote his Breaſt. 
His Friends around the deep Affliction mowed, 
Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan return'd ; 
In Anguiſh of their Hearts their Mantles rent, 
And ſeven long Days in ſolemn Silence ſpent ; 

A Debt of Rey'rence to Diſtreſs ſo great! 


Then Jos contain'd no more, but curs'd his Fate: 


Original, will, I flatter myſelf, find the Reaſons for the great 
Liberties I have indulged myſelf in through the whole. | 

Longinus has a Chapter on Interrogations, which ſhews that 
they contribute much to the Sublime. This Speech of the Al- 
mighty is made up of them, Interrogation ſeems indeed the proper 
Style of Majeſty incenſed. It differs from other Manner of Re- 
proof, as bidding a Perſon execute himſelf, does from a common 
Execution ; for he that asks the Guilty a proper Queſtion, makes 
him, in Effect, paſs Sentence on himſelf. | | 


His | 
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His Day of Birth, it's inauſpicious Light” 
He wiſhes ſunk in Shades of endleſs Night, 
And blotted from the Year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, inſtant Death, impatient for the Grave; 
That Seat of Peace, that Manſion of Repoſr, 


| Where Reſt and Mortals are no longer Foes 


Where Councillors are huſh'd, and mighty Kings, 

O happy Turn! no more are wretched Things. 
His Words were daring, and diſpleas'd his Friends; 

His Conduct they reprove, and he defends ; 

And now they kindled into warm Debate, 

And Sentiments opposd with equal Heat; 

Fix'd in Opinion, both refuſe to yield, 


And ſummon all their Reaſon to the Field. 


So high at Length their Arguments were wrought, 
They reach'd the laſt Extent of human Thought: 
A Pauſe enſu'd. When lo! Heav'n interpos'd, 
And awfully the long Contention clos d. 

Full oer their Heads, with terrible Surprize, 


A ſudden Whirlwind blacken'd all the Skies; 


H 4 © (They 
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(They ſaw, and trembled !)* from the Darkneſs broke 8 


A dreadful Voice, and thus th* Almighty ſpoke. 
Wno gives his Tongue a Looſe ſo bold and vain, 
Cenſures my Conduct, and reproves my Reign? 
Lifts up his Thought againſt me from the Duſt, 
And tells the World's Creator what is juſt ? 
| Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs Eye, 


Face my Demand, and give it a Reply. 


| Where didſt thou dwell at Nature's early Birth? 

i Who laid Foundations for the ſpacious Earth? 
Who on its Surface did extend the Line, 
Its Form determine, and its Bulk confine? 
Who fir d the Corner Stone? What Hand, declare, 
Hung it on Naught, and faſten'd it in Air? 


| Whenthe bright Morning Stars in Concert ſung, 
When Heav'n's high Arch with loud Hoſanna's rung, 


*The Book of Fob is well known to be Dramatick, and, like 
the Tragedies of old Greece, is by ſome ſuppoſed to be a Fiction 
built on Truth. Probably this moſt noble Part of it, the Al- 

mighty ſpeaking out of the Whirlwind (ſo ſuitable to the After- 
practice of the Greek Stage, when there happen'd Dignus Vindice 
Nodus) is fictitious; but it is a Fiction more agreeable to the 
Time in which Fob liv'd, than to any fince. Frequent before the 
Law were the Appearances of the Almighty after this Manner, 
Exed. c. 19. Hence is He ſaid to dwell in thick Darkneſs: And 
have his Way in the Whirkwind. | Ee 


When 
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When ſhouting Sons of God the Triumph crown'd, © 


And the wide Concave thunder'd with the Sound. 
Earth's numerous Ning doms, haſt thou vie wd them all? 
And can thy Span of Knowledge graſp the Ball? 
Who heav'd the Mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 
And caſts its Shadow into diſtant Lands? 


Wxo ſtretching forth his Sceptre o'er the Deep 
Can that wild World in due Subjection keep? 
I broke the Globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow'd Side, 
And did a Baſon for the Floods provide ; 
I chain them with my Word ; the boiling Sea 
Work'd up in Tempeſts hears my great Decrre; 
Thus far, nor farther, be thy Tide convey'd 
And here, O Sea, ſhall thy proud Waves be ſtay d. 
Hast thou explor'd the Secrets of the Deep, 
Where, ſhut from Uſe, unnumber'd Treaſures ſleep; 
There ks a very great Air in all that precedes, but this 
r 
ally obeying them; to find it like a managed Horſe, raging, 


toſſing, and foaming, but by the Rule and Direction of its Maſter. 
This Paſſage yields in Sublimity to that of Let there be Light, &c. 


ſo much only, as the abſolute Government of Nature yields to the 


Creation of it. | 
The like Spirit in theſe two Paſſages is no bad concurrent Argu- 
ment, that Moſes is Author of the Book of Fob. | 


Were 
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Where down a thouſand Fathoms from the Day, 
Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea? 
Thoſe gloomy Paths did thy bold Feet &er tread, 
Whole Worlds of Waters rowling o'er thy Head ? 
Harn the cleft Centre open'd wide to thee ? . W 
Death's inmoſt Chambers didſt thou ever ſee? | 
Fer knock at his tremendous Gate, and wade 
To the black Portal through th* incurabent Shade? 
Deep are thoſe Shades, but deeper they that hide © i 
My Counſels from the Ken of human Pride. WM 
Wrezze dwells the Light, in what refulgent Dome? WM 
And where has Darkneſs made her diſmal Home? = 
Thou know'ſt, no doubt, ſince thy large Heart is 
fraught 


With ripen'd Wiſdom through _ Ages brought; 


Since Nature was call d forth when thou waſt by, 
And into Being roſe beneath thine Eye. 
Azz Miſts begotten? Who their Father knew? 


From whom deſcend the pearly Drops of Dew? 


To bind the Stream by Night what Hand can boaſt, - 
Or whiten Morning with the hoary Froſt ? 


Whoſe 
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- Whoſe pow'rful Breath,fromNorthern Regionsblown, 

Touches the Sea, and turns it into Stone; 

A ſudden Deſart ſpreads Oer Realms defac'd, 

And lays one half of the Creation waſte? 

Tou know'ſt me not, thy Blindneſs cannot ſee 

" How vaſt a Diſtance parts thy God from thee. 

 Canſt thou in Yhirlwinds mount aloft? canſt thou 

In Clouds, and Darkneſs wrap thy awful Brow ? 

And, when Day triumphs in meridian Light, 

Put forth thy Hand, and ſhade theWorld with Night? 
Wuo launch'd the Clouds in Air, and bid them rowl 

Suſpended Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole? 

Who can refreſh the burning fandy Plain, 

And quench the Summer with a Waſte of Rain? 

Who in rough Deſarts, far from human Toil, 

Make Rocks bring forth, and Deſolation ſmile ? 

TherebloomstheRoſe, where human Face ne*er ſnone 

And · ſpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. ü 

To check the Show'r who lifts his Hand on high, 

And ſhuts the Sluices of th* exhauſted Sky, 

When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins, 

Her naked Mountains, and her ruſſet Plains, | 


But 
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But new in Life a chearful Proſpect yields 
Of ſhining Rivers, and of verdant Fields; 
When Groves and Foreſts laviſh all their Bloom, 
And Earth, and Heav*n are fd with rich Perfume? 
Has thou &er ſcal'd my wint'ry Skies, and ſeen 
Of Hails, and Snows my Northern Magazine? 
Theſe the dread Treaſures of mine Anger are, 
My. Fund of Vengeance, for the Day of War, 
When Clouds rain Death, and Storms, at my Com- 
| 7 mand, - 't | 
Rage through the World, or waſte a guilty Land. 
Wo taught the rapid Winds to fly fo faſt, 
Or ſhakes the Centre with his Eaſtern Blaſt ? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Deluge pour ? 
Who ſtrikes thro* Nature with the ſolemn Roar 
Of dreadful Thunder ? points it where to fall, 
| And in fierce Lighining wraps the flying Ball? 
Not he who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Flaſh expires. 
| Who drew the Comet out to ſuch a Size, 
And pour'd his flaming Train ofer half the Skies ? 
| Did 


A 
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0 

Did thy Reſentment hang him out? does he 

Glare on the Nations, and denounce from thee? 
Wno on low Earth can moderate the Rein 

That guides the Stars along th' etherial Plain 


? Appoint their Seaſons, and direct their Courſe, 
n Their Luſtre brighten, and ſupply their Force? 
Canſt thou the Skies Benevolence reſtrain, 
And cauſe the Pleiades to ſnine in vain? 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his Sphere, 
- Thaw the cold Seaſon, and unbind the Year? 


Bid Mazaroth his deſtin'd Station know, 

And teach the bright Arcturus where to glow? 

Mine is the Night, with all her Stars; I pour 

Myriads, and Myriads I reſerve in Store. 
Do's r thou pronounce where Day-light ſhall be 

e bonn, 

And draw the Curtain of the Purple Morn? 
Awake the Sun, and bid him come away, 

And glad thy World with his ob&quious Ray? 

Haſt thou, enthron'd in flaming Glory, driv'n 

Triumphant round the ſpacious Ring of Heav'n ? 

That 


——————  __ 
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That Pomp of Light what Hand ſo far diſplays, 
That diſtant Earth lies basking in the Blaze? 
Wuo did the Soul with her rich Pow'rs inveſt, 

And light up Reaſon in the human Breaſt, 

To ſhine, with freſh Increaſe of Luſtre, bright, 

When Stars and Sun are ſet in endleſs Night? 

To theſe my various Queſtions make Reply. ; 
Tu' Almighty ſpoke, and ſpeaking ſhook the 5 
WurarT then, Cbaldean Sire, was thy Surprize? 

Thus thou, with trembling Heart, and down - caſt Eyes, 

« Once and again, which I in Groans deplore, 

% My Tongue has err'd, but ſhall preſume no more: 

My Voice is in eternal Silence bound, 

« And all my Soul falls proſtrate to the Ground, 
Hs ceas'd : When lo! again th' Almighty ſpoke ; 
The fame dread Voice from the black Whirlwind 

broke. 
Can that Arm meaſure with an Arm divine? 
And canſt thou thunder with a Voice like mine ny 7 
Or in the Hollow of thy Hand contain 
The Bulk of Waters, the wide-foreading Main! 
3 When 


Part f the Boox of JoB. 127 


When mad with Tempeſts all the Billows riſe 

In all their Rage, and daſh the diſtant Skies? 
Come forth in Beauty's Excellence array'd, 

And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r diſplay'd ; 

Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 

The ſpacious Round of the Creation ſhake 

Diſpatch thy Vengeance, bid it overthrow 

Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyrants low, 

And crumble them to Duſt : When this is done, 

I grant thy Safety lodg'd in thee alone; 

Of thee thou art, and may*ſt undaunted ſtand, 

Behind the Buckler of thy own Right Hand. 

. Foxnp Man! the Viſion of a Moment made! 

Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a Shade! 

What Worlds haſt thou produc'd, what Creatures 

| fram'd, | 

What Inſects cheriſh*d, that thy God is blam'd? 

When * pain'd with Hunger the wild Raver's Brood 

Calls upon God importunate for Food, 


Who 


Another Argument that Ae was the Author, is, that moſt 
of the Creatures mentioned are Egyptian. The Reaſon given 
why the Raven is particularly mentioned as an Obje& of the Care 
of Providence, is, becauſe by her clamorous and importunate 
1 | Voice 


> 
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Who hears their cee grants their hoarſe Requeſt, 
And ſtills the Clamour of the craving Neſt? d 
Wuo in the ſtupid * Oftrich has ſubdu d 

A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude ? 

While far ſhe flies, her ſcatrer'd Eggs are found, 
Without an Owner, on the ſandy Groundz _ © 
Qaſt out on Fortune, they at Mercy lie, 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky; 
Adopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
They ripen under his prolifick Rayz © 

| Voice, ſhe particularly ſeems always calling pont 1 thence 
Kopel o @ xopat, Elian. I. 2. c. 48. is to aſt earneſily, And 


fince there were Ravens on the Banks of the Nie remarkably cla- 
morous, thoſe probably are meant in this Place. 


There are many Inſtances of this Bird's Stupidity ; let two 


ſuffice. Firft, It covers its » Head i in the Reeds ang ig itſelf all 
out of Sight, | 


547 lumine clan 
1 revoluta Caput, N . latere 
_ Dux non ipſa widet — Quaud. 


Secundiy, They that go in purſuit of them, draw the Skin of an 
Oftrich's Neck on one land, which proves a ſufficient Lure to take 
. them with the other. 


They have ſo little Brain, that Heliogabalus had fix hundred ; 
Heads for his Supper. 

Here you may obſerve that our judicious as well as ſublime Au- 
thor, uſt touches the great Points of Diftinction in each Creature, 
and _ haftens another A Deſcription is exact when you can 
neither add any T but what is common to another Subject, 
nor 4pithdraw any Thing but what is peculiar to the Subject de- 
ſcribed. A Likeneſs is 2 loſt in too much Deſcription, as a 
n in too much Illuſtration. 5 
| Unmindful 
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Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy Tread 
May cruſh her Young, in their neglected Bed ; 
What Time ſhe skims along the Field with Speed, 
+ She ſcorns the Rider, and purſuing Steed. 
How rich the + Peacock ? what bright Glories run 
From Plume to Plume, and vary in the Sun? 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden Ray, 
Gives all his Colours, and adorns the Day, 
With conſcious State the ſpacious Round diſplays, 
And lowly moves amid the waving Blaze. 
Wo taught the Hawk to find, in Seaſons wiſe, 
Perpetual Summer, and a Change of Skies? 
* Here is marked another peculiar Quality of this Creature, 


which neither flies nor runs directly, bu a Motion compoſed 
of both, and uſing its Wings as Sails, makes great Speed. ' 


Vaſta velut Lybie wenantian vocibus Ales 
Cum premitur calidas curſu tranſmittit arenas, 

ngue modum Veli ſinuatis flamine Pennis 12 
Pulverulenta valat — — Claud. in Eutr. 


+. Xenophon ſays, Cyrus had Horſes that could overtake the 
Goat and the Wild Aſs; but none that could reach this Creature. 
A thouſand golden Ducats, or a hundred Camels, was the ſtated 
Price of a Horſe that could equal their Speed. 

1 Though this Bird is but juſt mentioned in my Author, I could 
not forbear going a little farther, and ſpreading thoſe beautiful 
Plumes {which are there ſhut up) into half a dozen Lines. The 
Circumſtance I have marked of his opening his Plumes to the 
Sun is true in Fact, and thought worthy a Remark by Pliny, 
Expandit Colores adverſo maxime fol, quia fic fulgentius radiant, 


Plin, Ix. c. 20. 
a 1 When 
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When Clouds deform the Year, ſhe mounts the 


Wind, 
Shoots to the South, nor fears the Storm behind; 


The Sun returning, ſhe returns again, 


Lives in his Beams, and leaves ill Days to Men. 
Tnoꝰ ſtrong the * Hawk, tho? practis d well to fly, 

An Eagle drops her in a lower Sky ; 

An Eagle when deſerting human Sight, 


| She ſeeks the Sun in her unweary'd Flight: 


Did thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 

So high in Air, and ſeat her on the Clift, 

Where far above thy World ſhe dwells alone, 

And proudly makes the Strength of Rocks her own ; 
+ Thence wide o'er Nature takes her dread Survey, 
And with a Glance predeſtinates ber Prey! e 
She feaſts her Young with Blood, and how ring o'er. 


The unſlaughter'd Hoſt, enjoys the promis'd Gore. 


* Thuanus (de Re Accip.) mentions a Hawk that flew from 
Paris to London in a Night. 

And the Egyprians, in regard to its Swiftneſs, made it their Sym- 
bol for the Wind; for which Reaſon we may ſuppoſe the Hawk, 
as well as the Crow above-mentioned, to have been a Bird of note 


in Fey. 


+ The Eagle is faid to be of ſo acute a Sight, that when ſhe is 
ſo high in the Air that Man cannot ſee her, ſhe can diſcern the 
ſmalleſt Fiſh under Water, My Author accurately underſtood the 
Nature of the Creatures he deſcribes, and is no leſs a Naturaliſt 
than a Poet, which the next Note will confirm. 


Know'sT 


* 
— 


— 
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*Know'sT thou how many Moons, by me aſſign'd, 
Rowl o'er the Mountain Goat, and Foreſt Hind, 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load ſuſtain ? 
They bend in Anguiſh, and caſt forth their Pain. 
Hale are their Young, from human Frailties freed, . 
Walk unſuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed 
They live at once, forſake the Dam's warm Side, 
Take the w ide World, with Nature for their Guide; 
Bound o'er the Lawn, or ſeek the diſtant Glade, 
And find a Home in each delightful Shade. 

W1LL the tall Reem, which knows no Lord but me, 
Lowe at the Crib, and aſk an Alms of thee ? 
Submit his unworn Shoulder to the Yoke, 
Break the ſtiff Clod, and o'er thy Furrow ſmoke ? 
Since great his SFength, go truſt him void of Care, 
Lay on his Neck the Toil of all the Year, 
»The Meaning of this Queſtion is, Knoweſt thou the Time and. 
Circumſtances of their bringing forth? For to know the Time only 
was eaſy, and had nothing extraordinary in it ; but the Circum- 
ſtances had ſomething peculiarly expreſſive of God's Providence, 
Which makes the Queſtion proper in this Place. Plim obſerves, 
that the Hind with Young is by Inſtin& directed to a certain Herb 
called Sejelis, which facilitates the Birth. Thunder alſo (which 


looks like the more immediate Hand of Providence) has the ſame 
Effect. PF. XXIX. | 


12 Bid 


» 
* 
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Bid him bring home the Seaſons to thy Doors, 
And caſt his Load among the gather d Stores. 
DrvsT thou from Service the Wild Aſs diſcharge, 
And break his Bonds, and bid him live at large, 
Through the wide Waſte, his ample Manſion, roam, 
And loſe himſelf in his unbounded Home? 
By Nature's Hand magnificently fed, 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains ſpread 3 
As in pute Air aloft he bounds along, 
He ſees in diſtant Smoke the City Throng, 
Conſtious of Freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd Train, 
The threat'ning Driver, and the ſervile Rein, 


„ Survey the warlike Horſe! didſt thou inveſt 
With Thunder his robuſt diſtended Cheſt ? 
' No Senſe of Fear his dauntleſs SM allays 3 
Tis dreadful to behold his Noſtrils blaze: 
To paw the Vale he proudly takes Delight, 
And rrjumphs i in the F wann of his Might; 


* The. Deſcription of the Horſe is the moſt celebrated 25 
in the Poem. There is an excellent Critick on it in the Guar- 
dians. I ſhall therefore only need to obſerve that in this Deſcrip- 
tion, as in other Parts of this Speech, our Vulgar Tran/ation has 
much more Spirit than the Septuagint ; it always takes the Origi- 
nal in the moſt poetical and exalted Senſe, ſo that moſt Commen- 
tators, even on the Hebrew itſelf, fall beneath it. ; 

| | High- 


Part of the Book of Jos. 133 


High-rais'd he ſnuffs the Battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid'the raging War, 


I And mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around, 
1 And in a Storm of Fury ſhakes the Ground. 
How does his firm his riſing Heart advance 

Full on the brandiſh'd Sword, and ſhaken Lance, 
While his fixt Eye-balls meet the dazzling Shield, 
Gaze, and return the Lightning of the Field ? 
He ſinks the Senſe of Pain in gen'rous Pride, 

. Nor feels the Shaft that trembles in his Side, 

But neighs to the ſhrill Trumpet's dreadful Blaft 

* Till Death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt. 

Bur fiercer ſtill the lordly Lion ſtalks, 

Grimiy majeſtick in his lonely Walks: 
When round he glares, all living Creatures fy; 
He clears the Deſart with his rowling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does he rouze at thy Command, 
And roar. to thee, and live upon thy Hand? 

0 Do'ſt thou for him in Foreſts bend thy Bow, 1 

rip And to his gloomy Den the Morſel throw, 

ge Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, 

ab. And oouchꝰ d in dreadful Ambuſh pant for Blood; 


13 Or 
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Or ſtretch'd on broken Limbs, conſume the Day 
In Darkneſs wrapt, and ſlumber o'er their Prey ? 
* By the pale Moon they take their deſtin'd Round, 
And laſh their Sides, and furious tear the Ground: 
Now Shrieks and dying Groans the Deſart fill; 
They rage, they rend, their ravenous Jaws diſtil 
With crimſon Foam; and when the Banquet's o'er, 
They ftride ; away, and paint their Steps with Gore: 
In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truſt, 
And ſhudders at the Talon in the Duſt. 
Mid is my Babemotb, tho' large his Frame, 
Smooth is his Temper, and repreſt his Flame, 
While unprovok'd: This Native of the Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts a-ſhore for Food: 
Earth ſinks beneath him as he moves along: 
To ſeek the Herds, and mingle with the Throng. 
| See with what Strength his harden'd Loins are bound, 
All over Proof, and ſhut againſt a Wound; 
How like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail, 


Nor can his complicated Sinews fail: 


* Purſning their Prey by Nig ht is true of moſt wild Beaſts, 
particularly % Lion, P/al. — 20. The Arabians have one 
among their 500 Names for the Lion, which ſignifies The Hunter 


by Moonſhine. 
Built 
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Built high and wide, his ſolid Bones ſurpaſs 


The Bars of Steel, his Ribs are Ribs of Braſs; 
His Port majeſtick, and his armed Jaw, 
Give the wide Foreſt, and the Mountain Law: 


The Mountains feed him; there the Beaſts admire 


The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire z 

At length his Greatneſs nearer they ſurvey, 

Graze in his Shadow, and his Eye obey. 

The F ens and Marſhes are his cool Retreat, 

His Noon-tide Shelter from the burning Heat; 
Their ſedgy Boſoms his wide Couch are made, 
And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade: 
His Eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with Drought, 
He thirſts to turn its Current down his Throat; 

In leſſen'd Wares it creeps along the Plain, 

* He ſinks a River, and he thirſts again. 


Cæpbeſi glaciale Caput quo ſuetas anhelam 
Ferre tim Python, ammemque avertere Ponto. 
Stat. Theb. v. 349. 


Qui ſpiris tegeret Montes, hauriret hiatu 
Flumina, &c. Claud. Pref. in Ruf. 
Let not then this Hyperbole ſeem too much for an Eaſtern Poet, 


tho ſome Commentators of Name ſtrain hard in this Place wy a 
new FOR, through fear of it. 


„ Go 
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* Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful Side, 
Caſt forth thy Line into the ſwelling Tide ; 
With ſlender Hair Leviathan command, SE 
And ſtretch his Vaſtneſs on the loaded Strand- 
Will he become thy Servant, will he own 
Thy Lotdly Nod, and tremble at thy Frown, 
Or with his Sport amuſe thy leifure Day, 
And bound in Silk with thy ſoft Maidens play ? 
SHALL pompous Banquets ſwell with ſuch a Prize, 
And the Bowl journey round his ample Size? 
Or the debating Merchants ſhare the Prey, 
And various · Limbs to various Marts convey ? | 
Through his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win ? 
What forceful Engine can ſubdue his Skin? | 
Fly far, and live; tempt not his- matchleſs Might ; 
The Braveſt ſhrink to Cowards in his Sight, 
+ The Raſheſt dare not rouze him up; who then 


Shall turn on me, among the Sons of Men? 


* The Taking the Crocadile'is a difficult Taſk. Diodoras ſays, 
they are not to be taken but by Iron Nets. When Augu/tns con- 
quer'd Egypt, he ſtruck a Medal, the Impreſs of which was a Cro- 
codile chained to a Palm-Tree, with this Inſcription, NE MO 
ANTEA RELIGAVIT. | 
I + This alludes to a Cuſtom of this Creature, which is, when 

ſated with Fiſh, to come aſhore and ſleep among the Reeds. 
| An 


. 
. 


- 
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Au I a Debtor? haſt thou ever heard 
Whence come the Gifts which are on me conferr' d? 
My laviſh Fruit a thouſand Vallies fills, 
And mine the Herds, that graze a thouſand Hills; 
Earth, Sea, and Air, all Nature is my own, 
And Stars, and Sun, are Duſt beneath my Throne; 
And dart thou with the World's great Father vie, 
Thou, who do'ſt tremble at my Creature's Eye? 
At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riſe, 
Boaſt all his Strength, and ſpread his wond'rous Size. 
Wno, great in Arms, e'er ſtripp*d his ſhining Mail, 
Or crowd his Triumph with a ſingle Scale? 
Whoſe Heart ſuſtains him to draw near? * Behold 
Deſtruction yawns, his ſpacious Jaws unfold, 
And, marſhald round the wide Expanſe, diſcloſe 
Teeth edgꝰd withDeath, and crowdingRows on Rows: 
What hideous Fangs on either Side ariſe, 
And what a deep Abyſs between them lies? 


*The Crocodyle's Mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
ſays Pliny, fit totum Os. Martial ſays to his old Woman, t 


Cam comparata rictibus tuis Ora 
Niliatus habet Grocodilus angufta, 
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Mete with thy Lance, and with thy Plumet ſound, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

Hrs Bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious Soul, 
Thick Clouds of Smoke from his ſpread Noſtrils rowl 
As from a Furnace; and, when rouz'd his Ire, 
Fate iſſues from his Jaws in Streams of Fire: 

The Rage of Tempeſts, and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pleaſe z . - 
Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State, 
His well-join*d Limbs are dreadfully compleat, 
His Flakes of ſolid Fleſh are flow to part, 

As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

Wu late-awak*d he rears him from his Floods, 
And ſtretching forth his Stature to the Clouds, 

* This is nearer Truth than at firſt View may be imagined. 
The Crocodile, ſay the Naturaliſts, lying long under Water, and 
being there forced to hold its Breath, when it emerges, the Breath 
long repreſt is hot, and burſts out ſo violently, that it reſembles 
Fire and Smoke. The Horſe ſuppreſſes not his Breath by any 
Means ſo long, neither is he fo fierce or anjmated ; yet the moſt 


correct of Poets ventures to uſe the ſame Metaphor concerning 
him. 88 | 


Collectumgue premens volvit ſub naribus I gnem. 


By this and the foregoing Note I would caution againſt a falſe 
3 of the Eaſtern Boldneſs, from Paſſages in them ill under- 
ſtood. | 


Writhes 


d, 


I 
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Writhes in the Sun aloft his ſcaly Height, 

And ſtrikes the diſtant Hills with tranſient Light, 

Far round are fatal Damps of Terror ſpread, 

The Mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their Dread. 
*BroaAD is his Front; and when his burniſh'd Eyes 

Lift their broad Lids, the Morning ſeems to riſe. 
In vain may Death in various Shapes invade, 

The ſwift-wing*d Arrow, the deſcending Blade; 

His naked Breaſt their Impotence defies, | 

The Dart rebounds, the brittle Faulchion flies: 


* His Eyes are like the Eye-lids of the Morning. I think this 
gives us as great an Image of the Thing it would expreſs, as can 
enter the Thought of Man, It is not improbable that the Egyp- 
tians ſtole their Hieroglyphick for the Morning, which is the Cro- 
codile's Eye, from this Paſſage, though no Commentator, I have 
ſeen, mentions it; It is eaſy to conceive how the Egyptians ſhould 
be both Readers, and Admirers of the Writings of Meſes, whom I 
ſuppoſe the Author of this Poem. | | 

IJ have obſerved already that three or four of the Creatures 
here deſcribed are Egyptian; the two laſt are notoriouſly ſo, they 
are the River-horſe and the Crocodile, thoſe celebrated Inhabitants 
of the Nile; and on theſe two it is that our Author chiefly dwells. 
It would have been expected from an Author more remote from 
that River than Meſet, in a Catalogue of Creatures produced to 
magnify their Creator, to have * p47 the two largeſt Works of 
his Hand, vix. the Elephant and the Whale. This is ſo natural 
an Expoſitien, that ſome Commentators have rendered Behemoth 
and Leviathan, the Elephant and Whale, tho“ the Deicriptions in 
our Author will not admit of it; but Maſes living among the Egyp- 
tians, Who were (as we may well ſuppoſe) under an immediate 
Terror of the Hippotamos and Crocodile, from their daily Miſchiefs 
and Rayages around him, it is very unaccountable why he ſhould 
permit them to take Place. 

1 Shut 
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Shut in himſelf, the War without he hears, 

Safe in the Tempeſt of their rattling Spears; 

The cumber'd Strand their waſted Vollies ſtrow, 

His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe, 

His Paſtimes like a Caldron boil the Flood, 

And blacken Ocean with the riſing Mud; 

The Billows feel him, as he works his Way ; 

His hoary Footſteps ſhine along the Sea; 

The Foam. high-wrought with White divides the 
Green, 


And diſtant Sailors point where Death has been. 
His Like Earth bears not on her ſpacious Face, 


Alone i in Nature ſtands his dauntleſs Race, 
For utter Ignorance of Fear renown'd : 

In Wrath he rowls his baleful Eye around, 

| Makes every ſwoln diſdainful Heart ſubſide, 
And holds Dominion o'er the Sons of Pride. 


Tuxx the Chaldean eas-d his lab'ring Breaſt, 
With fall Conviction of his Crime oppreſt. 
66 Trov carft accompliſh all Things, Lord of 
Might! 1 : 
And every Thought i is naked to thy Sight J 
But 


„ 
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60 But oh! thy Ways are wonderful, and lie 

6 Beyond the deepeſt Reach of mortal Eye. 

« Oft* have I heard of thine Almighty Pow'r, 

c But never ſaw thee till this dreadful Hour. 

«c Oferwhelm'd with Shame, the Lord of Life I ſee, 
Abhor myſelf, and give my Soul to thee : 


* 


Nor ſhall my Weakneſs tempt thine Anger more: 


- 


Man was not made to Queſtion, but Adore. 


—_ —  — — 
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Inſcribed "4 


FOSEPH 4D DSO N Eſa; 


Secretary to their Excellencies the Lords Juſtices, 


in the Year 7 14. 


— — Gaudia Curis, Hon. 


-_— 1 r 


4 —— 


IR, I have whe: and with Impatience, ſought 
To eaſe the F ullneſs of my grateful Thought: 
My Fame at once, and Duty to purſue, 
And pleaſe the Public, by Reſpect to You. 

Tuo' You, long ſince beyond Britannia known, 
Have ſpread your Country's Glory with your own 3 
To Me you never did more lovely ſhine, 

Than when ſo late the kindled Wrath Divine 
Quench'd our Ambition, in Great ANNA's Fate, 


And darken'd all the Pomp of human State, 


22 8 — — 


Tho? 
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Tho? You are rich in Fame, and Fame decay, 
Tho' raird in Life, and Greatneſs fade away, 
Your Luſtre brightens virtue cuts the Gloom 
With purer Rays, and ſparkles near a Tomb. 
Know, Sir, the great Eſteem and Honour due, 
I choſe, that Moment, to profeſs to Yu, 
When Sadneſs reign'd, when Fortune, ſo ſevere, 
Had warm' d our Boſoms to be moſt ſincere, 
And when no Motives could have Force to raiſe 
A ſerious Value, and provoke my Praiſe, 
But ſuch as riſe above, and far tranſcend 
Whatever Glories with this World ſhall end, 
Then ſhining forth, when deepeſt Shades ſhall blot 
The Sun's bright Orb, and Ca To be forgot. 
ISINO- But ah! my Theme I need not tell! ' 
See every Eye with conſcious Sorrow ſwell : 
Who now to Verſe would raiſe his humble Voice, 
Can only ſhew his Duty, not his Choice, 
How great the Weight of Grief our Hearts ſuſtain! 
We languiſh, and to ſpeak is to complain. 
Ler us look back, (for who too oft can view 


That moſt illuſtrious Scene, for ever new ) 


- 


See 
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See all the Seaſans ſhine on A MNMAs Throne, 
And pay a conſtant Tribute, not their own. 
Her Summers Heats not Fruits alone beſtow, 
They reap the Harveſt, and ſubdue the Foe ; 
And when black Storms confeſs the diſtant Sun, 
| Her Winters wear the Wreaths her Summers won. 
Revolving Pleaſures in their Turns appear, 
And Triumphs are the Product of the Year. 3 
To crown the whole, great Joys in greater ceaſe, - 
And glorious Victory 1s loſt in Peace. 
' _ Wuencs this Profuſion on our favour'd Ile? 
Did partial Fortune on our Virtue ſmile, 
Or did the Sceptre, in Great ANNA's Hand, 
Stretch forth this rich Indulgence o'er our Land ? 
Ungrateful Britain! quit thy groundleſs Claim ; 
Thy Quzen and thy Good-Fortune are the ſame. 
Hzax, with Alarms our Trumpets fill the Sky 
. ANNA reigns! the Gallic Squadrons fly. 
We ſpread our Canvaſs to the Southern Shore; 
n ANNA reigns ! the South reſigns her Store. 
Her Virtue ſmooths the Tumult of the Main, 
And ſwells the Field with Mountains of the Slain. 
ARGYLL 
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ARGYLL and CHuRcHlir but the Glory ſhare, | 
While Millions lie ſubdu'd by AN Ns Pray'r. 

Ho w great her Zeal | how fervent her Deſire! 
How did her Soul in holy Warmth expire! 


Conſtant Devotion did her Time divide, 1 . BH 

= 
Not ſet Returns of Pleaſure or of Pride. 10 
Not Want of Reſt, or the Sun's parting Ray, 10 


But finiſh'd Duty, limited the Day. | 
How ſweet ſucceeding Sleep! what lovely Themes 


„ 


Smil'd in her Thoughts, and ſoften'd all her Dreams! 

Her Royal Couch deſcending Angels ſpread, .'! - 

And join'd their Wings, a Shelter o'er her Head. 
Tao! Europe's Wealth and Glory claim'd a Part, 

Religion's Cauie reign'd Miſtreſs of her Heart : 

She ſaw, and griev'd to ſee the mean Eſtate 

Of thoſe who round the hallow'd Altar wait; 

She ſhed her Bounty, piouſly profuſe, 

And thought it more her own in ſacred Uſe. . 


Tnus on his Furrow ſee the, Tiller ſtand, . 
And fill with genial Seed his laviſh Hand; 
He truſts the Kindneſs of the fruitful Plain, 
And providently ſcatters all his Grain. 1 ] 
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War ſtrikes mySight ? does proud Aue usr A tife 
New · to behold, and awfiilly ſurpriſe? 
Her lofty Brow more num'rous Turrets crown, 
And facred Domes on Palaces look down: 

A noble Pride of Piety is ſhown, 

And Temples caſt a Luſtre on the Throne. 

How would this Work another's Glory raiſe! | 

But A N N#s Greatneſs robs her of the Praiſe. 
'Drown'd in a brighter Blaze it diſappears. 

Who dry'd the Widow's, and the Orphar's Tears? 

Who ſtoop'd from high to ſuccour the Difſtreft, 

And' reconcile the wounded Heart to Reft ? 

Great in her Goodneſs, well could we perceive, 


| Whoever ſought, it was a Quezn that gave. 
| Misfortune loſt her Name; her guiltleſs Frown 
| But made another Debtor to the Crown; 

| And each unfriendly Stroke, from Fate we bore, 


Became our Title to the Regal Store. | 

Tnus injur'd Trees adopt a foreign Shoot, 
| And their Wounds bloſſom with a fairer Fruit. 
| VE Numbers, who on your Misfortunes thriv'd, 
When firſt the dreadful Blaſt of Fame arriv'd, 


Say 
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Say what a Shock, what Agonies you felt, 
How did your Souls with tender Auguiſh melt! 


That Grief, which living AN NA's Love ſuppreft, | 


Shook like a Tempeſt ev'ry grateful Breaſt. 
A ſecond Fate our ſinking Fortunes try'd | 
A ſecond Time our tender Parents dy*d! 


HEROES returning from the Field we crown, 


And deify the haughty Victor's Frown. 

His ſplendid Wealth too raſnly we admire, 

Catch the Diſeaſe, and burn with equal Fire. 
Wiſely to ſpend is the great Art of Gain; 

And one reliey'd tranſcends a Million lain, 
When Time ſhall ask, where once Ramillia lay, 
Or Danube flow'd that ſwept whole Troops away, 
One Drop of Water, that refreſh'd the Dry, | 
Shall riſe a Fountain of eternal Joy. 


Bur ah! to that unknown and diſtant Date, 
Is Virtue's great Reward puſh'd off by Fate; 
Here random Shafts in ev*ry Breaſt are found, 
Virtue and Merit but provoke the Wound. 

AvevsrT in native Worth, and regal State, 
ANNA fat Arbitreſs of Europe's Fate; 
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To diſtant Realms did ev'ry Accent fly, 

And Nations watch'd each Motion of her Eye, 

Silent, nor longer awful to be ſeen, 

How ſmall a Spot contains the mighty Qux EN ? 

No Throng of ſuppliant Princes mark the-Place, 

Where Britain's Greatneſs is compos'd in Peace us 

The broken Earth is ſcarce diſcern'd to riſe, 

And a Stone tells us where the Monarch lies. 
Tus end matureſt Honours of a Crown 

This is the laſt Concluſion of Renown! 

So when with idle Skill the wanton Boy 
Breathes thro? his Tube; he ſees, with eager Joy, 
The trembling Bubble, in its riſing ſmall, 

And by Degrees expands the glitt'ring Ball. 
But when, to fall Perfection blown, it flies 
High in the Air, and ſhines in various Dyes, 
The little Monarch, with a falling Tear, 
Sees his World burſt at once, and diſappear. 
*T1s not in Sorrow to reverſe our Doom; 
No Groans unlock th' inexorable Tomb]! 
Why then this fond Indulgence of our Woe! 


What Fruit can riſe,” or what Advantage flow! 
£008 RE Yes, 
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Ves, this Advantage; from our deep Diſtreſs 

We learn how much in GEORGE the Gods can bleſs, 

Had a leſs glorious Princeſs left the Throne, 

But half the Hero had at firſt been ſhewn; 

An ANNA falling All the Kine employs, 

To vindicate from Guilt our riſing Joys : 

Our Joys ariſe, and innocently ſhine, 

Auſpicious Monarch! what a Praiſe is thine ? 
Wrrcou great Stranger to Britannia's Throne 1 

Nor let thy Country think thee all her own. 

Of thy Delay how oft? did we complain 

Our Hopes reach'd out, and met thee on the Main. 

With Pray*r we ſmooth'd the Billows for thy Fleet. 

With ardent Wiſhes fill'd thy ſwelling Sheet; wu 

And when thy Foot took Place on Albion's Shore, 

We bending bleſod the Gods, and ask'd no more. 

What Hand but thine ſnould conquer, and compoſe, 


Join thoſe-whom Int'reſt joins, and chace our Foes ? 


: 4 


And by his Rivals Greatneſs give him Fame? 
No in ſome foreign Court he may fit down, 

And quit, without a Bluſh, the Briti/þ Crown. 

0 K 3 | Secure 
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Repel the daring Youth's preſumptuous Aim, 
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Secure his Honour, tho! he' loſe his Store, 
And take a lucky Moment to be poor. 
Nor think, Great 81x, now firſt, at this late Hour, 
In Britain's Favour, you exert your Power; 
To us, far back in Time, I joy to trace 
The num'rous Tokens of your Princely Grace. 
Whether you choſe to thunder on the Rhine, 
Inſpire grave Councils, or in Courts to ſhine; 
In the more Scenes your Genius was diſplay'd, 
The greater Debt was on Britannia laid: 
They all conſpir'd this mighty Man to raiſe, 
And your new Subjects proudly ſhare the Praiſe. 
Arr ſhare; but may not we have leave to boaſt, 
That we contemplate, and enjoy it moſt? 
This antient Nurſe of Arts, indulg'd by Fate 
On gentle Ii Bank, a calm Retreat, 
For many rolling Ages juſtly fam'd, 
Has thro? the World her Loyalty proclait d; 
And often pour d (too well the Truth is known!) 
Her Blood and Treaſure to ſupport the Throne; 
For England's Church her lateſt Accents ſtrain' d, 
And Freedom with her dying Hand retain'd; 


No 
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No-wonder then her various Ranks agree, 
la all the Fervencies of Zeal, for Taz. 


War tho thy Birth a diſtant Kingdom boaſt, 4 


And Seas divide TREE from the Britiſb Coalt ? 
The Crown's impatient to incloſe thy Head ; 


Why ſtay thy Feet? The Cloth-of-Gold is ſpread, 


Our ftri&t Obedience thro the World ſhall tell, 


That KIxo's a Briton, who can govern well. 
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DEATH of the Right Honourable 


FOSEPH ADDISON, Eſq; 1719. 
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FN Loxc with Mx in Oxford Groves confin'd, 
O In ſocial Arts, and ſacred Friendſhip join'd ; 
Fair 16s Sorrow, and fair Js Boaſt, 

Loſt from her Side, but fortunately loſt ; 

Thy wonted Aid, my dear Companion, bring, 
And teach me thy departed Friend to ſing. 
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A darling Theme! once pow'rful to inſpire,” - 

And now to melt the Muſes mournful Choir: Ml | 

Now, and now firſt, we freely dare commend 4 

His modeſt Worth, nor ſhall our Praiſe r 8 

EARL x he bloom'd amid the learned Train, 

And ravith'd Tjs liſten'd to his Strai nn : 

See, ſee, ſhe cry'd, old MAR O's Muſe appears, 

Wake'd from her Slumber of two thouſand Vears: 

Her finiſh'd Charms to AID Dio Nihe brings, 1 

Thinks in his Thought, and in his Numbers ſings. 

All read tranſported his pure Claſſic Page, | Mi | 

Read, and forget their Climate and their Age. i 9 
Tux State, when now his riſing Fame was known, ii 

Tt unrivald Genius challeng d for her o no | 
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Nor wou' d, that one for Scenes of Action ee Li 

Shou'd let a Life evaporate in Song Mi 
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penſe, & 1s Age. 
Wit is the Bloſſom of the ſoundeſt Senſe, - 
With Quickrieſs pointed, and with Rapture fi-d, ſt 
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> In conſcious Pride, their own Importance find, 


Blind to themſelves, as the hard World is blind ! 1 
Wit they eſteem a gay, but worthleſs Pow'r, , 
The ſlight Amuſement of a leiſure Hour; E ] 
Unmindfal, that conceaPd from vulgar Eyes, ] 
Majeſtic Wiſdatn- wears the bright Diſguiſe. : s 
Poor Dido fondled thus, with idle Joy, 

Dread Cupid lurking in the Trejan Boy; * 6 

| Lightly ſhe toy'd, and trifled with his Charms, 
\ And knew not that a God was in her Arm. | 
Wno greateſt Excellence of Thought cou d boaſt, . 


In Action too have been diſtinguiſh'd moſt. 
This SOMERS knew, and ADDISON ſent forth 
From the malignant Regions of the North, 
To be mature d in more indulgent Skies, 
Where all the Vigour of the Soul can riſe 3 
Thrg' warmer Veins where ſprightlier Spirits run, 
And Senſe enliven'd ſparkles in the Sun. 
With ſecret Pain the prudent Patriot gave 
The Hopes of Britain to the rolling Wave, 
Apxious the Charge to all the Stars reſign'd, 
And plac'd a Confidence in Sea and Wind. 
AusoN 14 


on the Death of Mr. Appisov. * 


Avson r A ſoon receiv'd her wond' ring Gueſt, 
And equal Wonder in her Turn confeſt, 
To ſee her Fer vours rivaPd by the Pole, 
Her Luſtre beaming from a Northern Soul: 
In like Surpriſe was her ENR as loſt, | 
To find his Picture grace a foreign Coaſt. 
Nov the wide Field of Europe he ſurveys, 
Compares her Kings, her Thrones and Empires 
. weighs 
In ripen'd Judgment, and conſummate Thought. 


GreatWork! by NAS SAUs Favourcheaply bought. 


He now returns, to Britain a Support, 
Wiſe in her Senate, Graceful in her Court: 
And, when the publicWelfare wou'd permit, 
The Source of Learning, and the Soul of Wit, 
O WARWICK! (whom the Muſe is fond to name, 
And kindles, conſcious of her future Theme:) 
O WARWICK! by divine Contagion bright, 
How early did'ſt thou catch his radiant Light 
By him inſpir'd how ſhine before thy Time, 
And leave thy Years, and leap into thy Prime 


+ 
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Ox ſome warm Bank, thus, fortunately born, 

A Roſe- bud opens to a Summer's Morn, 

Full blown e' er Noon her fragrant Pride diſplays, 

And ſhews th* Abundance of her purple Rays. 
Wir, as her Bays; was once a barren Tree; 1 

We now ſurpris'd her fruitful Branches ſee; 

Or Orange-like, *till' his auſpicious Time 

It grew indeed, but ſhiver'd in our Clime : 

He firſt the Plant to richer Gardens led, 

And fix'd indulgent in a warmer Bed. 

The Nation-pleas'd' enjoys the rich Produce, 

And gathers from her Ornament her Uſe. =) 
Wu looſe from publ ic CarestheGrove he ſought, 

And filbd the leiſure Interval with Thought, 

The various Labours of his eaſy Page, 

A Chance-Amuſement, poliſn'd half an Age. 

Beyond this Truth old Bards cou'd ſcarce invent, 

Who durſt to frame a World by Accident. 

Wia he has ſung, how early, and how well, 

The Thames ſhall boaſt, and Roman Tyber tell. 

A Glory more ſublime remains in Store, 

Since ſuch his Talents, that he ſung no more. 

No 


on the Death of Mr. ApDitax.". T5 on 
No fuller Proof of Pow'r th Almighty gave, 
Making the Sea, then curbing her proud Wave. | al 
Naverr can the Genius of his Works trankC7 | , 
But their fair Purpoſe and important End; Ml 
To rouſe the War for injur'd Europe's Laws; | 
To ſteel the Patriot in great B R UN C K 9 
Cauſe; Xt Oo li 
With Virtue's Charms to kindle ſacred 2 1 | | 
Or paint th* eternal Bow*rs of Bliſs above. 22 Of 2 ih 
Where had*ſt thou Room, Great Author ! where; - r 0 
to roll | 
The mighty Theme of an angled Soul? x | 
Thro'Paths unknown, unbeaten, whence were brought | 
Thy Proofs ſo ſtrong for immaterial Thought? | | 
One let me join, all other may excel; 54100 ö 
Hoy could a mortal Eſſence think ſo well? © - *: j g 
Bur why ſo large in the Great Writer's Praiſe? Il 
More lofty Subjects ſhou'd my Numbers raiſe: | 1 
In him (illuſtrious Rivalry!) contend ld | 9 


The Stateſman, Patriot, Chriſtian, and the Friend 
His Glory ſuch, it borders on Diſgrace --- '-- . | [-/7 
, To ſay he ſung the beſt of human Race. 5 


uy | Ix 


* 
3 


18 4 LETTER 7 . Tick 
In Joy once join'd, in Sorrow now for Tears, 
Partner in Grief,” and Brother of my Tears, 
TICKELL, accept this Verſe, thy mournful Due. 
Thou farther ſhalt the ſacred Theme purſue ; 
And as thy Strain deſcribes the matchleſs Man, 
Thy Life ſhall ſecond, what thy Muſe began. 
Tho? ſweet the Numbers, tho” a Fire divine 
Dart thro' the Whole, and burn in ev'ry Line 

Who Ane not for that Excellence he draws, 

Is ſtain d by Fame, and ſuffers from Applauſe. 
Bur haſte to thy illuſtrious Task ; prepare 
The noble Work well truſted to thy Care; 
The Gift bequeath'd by AD.D 18 O N's Command, 
To CRAGG8 made ſacred by his dying Hand. 

Collect the Labours, join the various Rays, 

The ſcatter'd Light, in one united Blaze: 
Then bear to him ſo true, ſo truly lov'd, 
In Life diſtinguiſn'd, and in Death approv'd, 
Th' immortal Legacy. He hangs awhile 


In gen'rous Anguiſh oer the glorious Pile : 

With anxious Pleaſure the known Page reviews, 

And the dear Pledge with falling Tears bedews. 
What 
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What tho? thy Tears pour'd Oer thy godlike Friend, 
Thy other Cares for Britain's Weal ſuſpend; 
Think. not, O Patriot, while thy Eyes oerflow, 
Thoſe Cares ſuſpended for a private Woe 

Thy Love to Him is to thy CounTzy ſhown, 

He mourns for Hz R, who mourns for AD D IS ON. 
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HESE Satires have Sie be re- 
ceived at Home and Abroad. I am not 
. of the leaſt Malevolence to any parti- 
cular Perſon through all the Characters; though 
ſome. Perſons may be fo ſelfiſh, as to engroſs a 
general Application to themſelves. A Writer in 
polite Letters ſnould be content with Reputation, 
the private Amuſement he finds in his Compo- 
ſitions, the good Influence they have on his 
ſeverer Studies, that Admiſſion they give him to 
his Superiors, and the poſſible good Effect they 
may have on the Public; or elſe he ſhould join 
to his Politeneſs lome, more lucrative I 
tion. | 

Bor it is poſſible that Satire may not do 


much good. Men may riſe in their Affections 


to their Follies, as they do to their Friends, 
when they are abuſed by others. It is much 70 
be feared that Miſconduct will never be chaced 
out of the World by Satire; all therefore that 
is to be ſaid for it, is, that Miſconduct will 
certainly be never chaced out of the World by 
Satire, if no Satires are written: Which is ap- 
plicable, likewiſe, to graver Compoſitions. E- 
thics, Heathen and Chriſtian, and the Scriptures 
themſelves are, in a great meaſure, a Satire 
on the Weakneſs and Iniquity of Men; and 


ſome Part of that Satire is in Verſe too. Nay, 


in the firſt Ages, Philoſophy and Poetry were 
the ſame Thing; Wiſdom wore no other Dreſs, 
So that, I hope, theſe Satires will be the more 

L2 eaſily 
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eaſily pardoned that Misfortune by the Severe. 
If 2 Flle not the Faſhion, let them take them 
by the Weight; for ſome Weight they have, of 
the Author has failed of his Aim. Nay, Hi 72 
rians themſelves may be confidered as Satiriſts, 
and Satiriſts moſt ſevere ; fince ſuch are moſt 
human Actions, that to relate, is to expoſe 
them. | 

No Man can converſe much in the World, 
but, at what he meets with, he muſt either be 
inſenſible, or grieve, or be angry, or ſmile, 
Some Paſſion (if we are not impaſſive) muſt be 
moved; for the general Conduct of Mankind is, 
by no Means, a Thing indifferent, to a reaſon- 
able and virtuous Man. Now to' ſmile ar it, 
and turn it into Ridicule, I think moſt eligible; 
as it hurts ourſelyes leaſt, and gives Vice and 
- Folly the greateſt 2 And that for hi: 
Reaſon; becauſe what Men aim at by them, is, 
generally, public Opinion and Eſteem. Which 
Truth is the Subject of the following Satires; 
and joins them together, as ſeveral Branches 
from the ſame Root. An Unity of Defign; 
which has nor, I think, in a Set of Satires, been 
attempted before. 

LAUGHING at the Miſconduct of the World, 
will, in a great Meaſure, eaſe us of any more 
diſagrecable Paſſion about it. One Paſſion is 
more effectually driven out by another, than 
by Reaſon ; whatever ſome may teach. For to 
Reaſon we owe our Paſſions: Had we not Rea- 
ſon, we ſhould not be offended at what we find 


amiſs, 
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amiſs. And the Cauſe ſeems not to be the na · 
tural Cure of any Effect. | | 

Moreover, Laughing Satire bids the faireſt 
for Succeſs. The World is too proud to be 
fond of a ſerious Tutor: And when an Author 
is in a Paſſion, the Laugh, generally, as in 
Converſation, turns againſt him, This Kind of 
Satire only has any Delicacy in it. Of this De- 
licacy Horace is the beſt Maſter: He appears in 
good Humour vrhile he cenſures ; and therefore 
his Cenſure has the more Weight, as ſuppoſed 
to proceed from Judgment, not from Paſſion. 
Juvenal is ever in a Paſſion ; he has but little 
valuable but his Eloquence and Morality : The 
laſt of which I have had in my Eye, but rather 
for Emulation, than Imitation, through my 
whole Work. 

Bor though I, comparatively, condemn Ju- 
venal, in Part of the fixth Satire (where the 
Occaſion moſt required it) I endeavoured to 
touch on his Manner; but was forced to quit 
it ſoon, as diſagreeable to the Writer, and Rea- 
der too. Boileau has joined both the Roman Sa- 
tiriſts with great Succeſs ; but has too much of 
Juvenal in his very ſerious Satire on Woman, 
which ſhonld have been the gayeſt of all. An 
excellent Critic of our own commends Bo//eau's 
Cloſeneſs, or, as he calls it, Preſſneſs, particu- 


larly: Whereas it appears to me, that Repeti- 


tion is his Fault; if any Fault ſhould be imputed 

ta 

Tuxxx are ſome Proſe-Satiriſts of the great- 
eſt Delicacy and Wit; the laſt of which can 


L3 never, 
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derer, or ſhould never ſucceed, without the for- 
mer. An Author without it, betrays too great 
a Contempt for Mankind, and Opinion of him- 

ſelf; which are bad Advocates for Reputation 
| a Succeſs. What a Difference is there be- 
tween the Merit, if not the Vit of Cervantes 
and Rabelais? The laſt has a particular Art of 
throwing a great deal of Genius and Learning 
into Frolic and Jeſt ; but the Genius and the 
Scholar is all you can admire; you want the 
Gentleman to converſe with in him. He is 
like a Criminal who receives his Life for ſome 
Services; you commend, but you pardon too. 
Indeceney offends our Pride, as Men; and our 
unaffected Taſte, as Judges. of Compoſition. 
Nature has wiſely formed us with an Averſion 

to it: And he that ſucceeds in Spight of it, is, 
Faliena vena, quam ſua providentiatutior. 

SUCH Wits, like falſe Oracles of old, (which 
were Wits and Cheats ) ſhould ſet up for Repu- 
tation among the Weak, in ſome Bæotia, which 
was the Land of Oracles; for the Wiſe will hold 
them in Contempt. Some Wits too, like Ora- 
cles, deal in Ambiguities; but not with equal 
Succeſs ; for though Ambiguities are the fir/f 
Excellence of an Impoſtor, they are the laſt of 
a Wit. 

Sour fatirical Wits and 1 like their 
Father Lucian, laugh at every Thing indiſeri- 
minately; which betrays ſuch a Poyerty of Wir, 
as cannot afford to part with any Thing; and 
fuch a Want of Virtue, as to ebe it to a 


* Val. Max. 1E ] t 
elt. 
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Jeſt. Such Writers encourage Vice and Folly, 
which they pretend to combat, by ſetting them 
on an equal Foot with better Things: And 
while : they labour to bring every Thing into 


Contempt, how can they expect their own Paris 
ſhould eſcape? Some French Writers particular- 
ly, are guilty of this in Matters of the laſt Con- 


ſequence, and ſome of our own, They that 
are for leſſening the true Dignity of Mankind, 
are not ſure of being ſucceſsful, but with regard 
to one Individual in it. It is this Conduct that 
juſtly makes a Vit a Term of Reproach. 
Wulcen puts me in Mind of Plato's Fable of 
the Birth of Love; one of the prettieſt Fables 


of all Antiquity ; which will hold likewiſe with 


regard to modern Poetry. Love, ſays he, is the 
Son of the Goddeſs Poverty, and the God of 
Riches: He has from his. Father his daring Ge- 
nius ; his Elevation of Thought; his building 
Caſtles in the Air; his: Prodigality ; his Neg- 
le& of Things ſerious and uſeful ; his vain Opi- 
nion of his own Merit, and his Affectation of 
Preference and Diſtinction. From his Mother 
he inherits his Indigence, which makes him a 
conſtant Beggar of Favours; that Importunity, 


with which he begs; his Flattery ; his Servili- 


ty; his Fear of being deſpiſed, which is inſepa- 
ble from him. This Addition may be made, 
viz. That Poetry, like Love, 1s a little ſubject 
to Blindneſs, which makes her miſtake her Way 
to Preferments and Honours; that the has her 
fatirical Qurver; and laſtly, that ſhe retains a 


dutifyl Admiration of her Father's Family; but 
divides 


F * 
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divides her Favours, and generally lives with 
her M:ther's Relations. 

HowevzR, this is not Neceſity but Choice 
Were Wiſdom her Governeſs, ſhe might have 
_ more of the Father than the Mother; 

pecially in ſuch an Age as this, which ſhews 
a "© Paſſion for her Charms, 
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Y Vetrſe is Satire; DoxsE r, lend your Ear, 
M And patronize a Muſe you cannot fear. 
To Poets ſacred is a Donsa T's N ame, 
Their wonted Paſſport thro* the Gates of Fame; 
It bribes the partial Reader into Praiſe, 
And throws a Glory round the ſhelter'd Lays ; 
The dazzled Judgment fewer Faults can ſee, 
And gives Applauſe to B-—2, or to me. 
But you decline the Mifreſs we purſue ; 
Others are fond of Fame, but Fame of 550. 
IxSsTRUCTIVE Satire, true to Virtues Cauſe! 
Thou mining Supplement of public Lats. 
When flatter'd Crimes of a licentious Age 
Repręach our Silence, and demand our Rage; 
| When 


— 
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When e Follies, from each diſtant Land, 


Like Arts improve in Britain's skilful Hand; 
When the Lau ſhews her Tecth, but dares not bite, 


And South48:a Treafures are not brought to light ; 


When Churchmen Scripture for the Claſſics quit, 
Polite Apoſtates from God's Grace to Wit; 
When Men grow Great from their Revenue mee” 


And fly from Bailiffs into Parliament; 


When dying Sinners, to blot out their Score, 
Bequeath the Church the Leavings of a Whore 4 5 
To chafe our Spleen when Themes like theſe increaſe, 


Shall Panegyric reign, and Cenſure ceaſe ? 


SHALL Poeſy, like Law, turn Wrong to Right, 


And Dedications: waſh an /Zhiop white, 


Set up each ſenſeleſs Wretch for N ature's Boaft, 3 
On whom Praiſe ſnines, as Trophies on a Poſt ? 1 
Shall Fun' ral Eloquence her Colours ſpread, 


And ſcatter Roſes on the wealthy Dead? 


Shall Authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious Days, 
And /atirife wih nothing—but their Praiſe? = 
Wu ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tunetul Train, 


Nor hears that Virtue, which he loves, complain? 
, Donxwe, 


3 
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Donne, Doxs zr, Dxrpzx, Rochzs rx are dead, 
And Guilt's chief Foe in App1sow is fled; 
Cox oR RVR, whocrown'd with Laurels fairly won, 

Sits ſmiling at the Goal while Others run, 

He will not write; and (more provoking ſtilll ) 
Gods! he will not write, and Mvrus will. 
DovsLy diſtreſt, what Author ſhall we find 

Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 


The courtly * Roman's ſhining Path to tread, 

And ſharply /ule prevailing Folly dead? 

Will no ſuperior Genius ſnatch the Quill, 

And ſave me, on the Brink, from writing il!? 
| Tho! vain the Strife, 11 ſtrive my Voice to raiſe. 
What will not Men attempt for ſacred Praiſe ? 

Tux Love of Praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by Art, 
Reigns, more or leſs, and glows in ev*ry Heart : 


The proud to gain it Toils on Toils endure ; 

The Modeſt ſnun it, but to make it ſure. 

O'er Globes, and Sceptres, now, on Thrones it { wells 
Now, trims the midnight Lamp in College-Cells. 


* Horace. 
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Tis Tory, Whig z it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in Senates, ſqueaks in Maſquerades. h 
Here, to S——#s Humour makes à bold Pretence 4 
There, bolder aims at P——ys Eloquence. 

It aids the Dancers Heel, the Writers Head, 
And heaps the Plain with Moyntains of the Dead 
Nor ends with Life; but nods in fable Plumes, 
Adorns our Hearſe, and flatters on our Tombs. 
Wu av is not proud? The Pimp is proud too ſee 
So many like himſelf in high Degree: 

The Whore is proud her Beauties are the Dread 
Of peeviſh Virtue, and the Marriage-Bed ; 

And the brib'd Cuckold, like crown'd Victims born 
To Slaughter, glories in his gilded Horn. 
- So go to Church, prod humbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went : 
One Way they Took, another Way they err, 
Pray to the Gods, but would have Mortals hear; 
And when their Sins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their Religion has been one. 
OTress with wiſhful Eyes on Glory look, 
When they have got their Picture tow'rds a Book, 
Or 
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Or pompous Title, like a gawdy Sign 

Meant to betray dull Sots to wretched Wine, 

If at his Title 7. had dropt his Quill in. 

- might have paſt for a great Genius ſtill; z 

But T-— alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 

Is now a Scribbler, who was once a Man. 
IupERTOus ſome a Claſſic Fame demand, 

For heaping up, with a laborious Hand, 

A Waggon-Load of Meanings for one Word, 

While As depoy'd, and B with Pomp reſtor d. 


Some for Renown on Scraps of Learning doat, | j 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 1 
To Patch-work learn'd Quotations are ally'd, j 
Both ſtrive to make our Poverty our Pride. if 


On Glaſs how witty is a noble Peer? 
Did ever Diamond coſt a Man fo. dear? 

Pol IT E Diſeaſes make ſome Ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Or Folly, Vice, Diſeaſe, Men proud we ſee 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of Block heads' Flattery, 
| Whoſe Praiſe defames; as if a Fool ſhould mean 


By ſpitting on your Face to make it clean. | 
5 ; : Nox 
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1 Non ist enough all Hearts are ſwoln with Pride, 


* Her Power” is mighty, as her Realm is wide. 


What can ſhe. not perform? The Love of Fame 
Made bold 'AvexoNnsvs his Creator blame, 
Eur poor 28 hurPd down the burning Steep, 
And (ſtronger ſtill!) made ALEXANDER weep. 
Nay it holds DELIA from a ſecond Bed, 
Tho” her lov'd Lord has four half Months been dead. 
Tu 1s Paſſion with a Pimple have I ſeen 
Retard a Cauſe, and give a Judge the Spleen. 
By bis inſpir'd (O ne'er to be forgot) 
Some Loids have learnt to ſpelt; and ſome to knot. 
It makes GLozose a Speaker in the Houſe 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his Mouſe. 
It makes dear Self on well-bred Tongues prevail, 
And I the little Hero of each Tale. 

Stex with the Love of Fame what Throngs pour in, 
Unpeople Court, and leave the Senate thin? 
My growing Subject ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, Chariot-like, 1 kindle as I run. 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy Epic Rules 
To take a Catalogue of Briti/ſs Fools. 
, Satire! 
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Satire! had 1 thy DoxsEr's Force divine, 
A Knave, or Fool ſhou'd periſh in each Line; 
Tho? for the Firſt all Weſtminſter ſhould plead, - 
And for the Laſt all Greſham intercede. | 
*  Bx61N. Who firſt the Catalogue ſhall grace? 
To Quality belongs 1 the higheſt Place. 
My Lord comes forward; forward let him come! 
Ye Vulgar! at your Peril give him Room: 
He ſtands for Fame on his Forefathers Feet, N 
By Heraldry. prov'd valiant or diſereet. 
With what a decent Pride he throws his Eyes 
Above the Man by three Deſcents leſs wiſe? | ©. / 
If Virtues at his noble Hands you erave, 


You bid him raiſe his Fathers from the Grave. 


Men ſhould preſs forward in Fame's glorious Chace, 1 

Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the Race. | | 
LzT high Birth triumph! What can be more great? 14 | 

Nothing—but Merit in a low Eſtate. l 

To Virtue's humbleſt Son let none prefer 

Vice, tho? deſcended from the Conqueror. 

Shall Men, like Figures, paſs for high, or baſe, 

Slight, or important, only by their Place ? 


Titles 
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Titles are Marks of bone Men, and wiſe 3 
The Fool, or Khave that wears a Title, Heri. 


Tazy that on glorious Anceſtors enlarge, 
Produce their Debt, inſtead of their Diſcharge. | 
Donszr, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their Lins, 
Like thee, in Worth hereditary, ſhine, | 

Vain as falſe Greatneſs is, the Muſe muſt own 
We want not Fools to buy that Briſtol Stone, © 
Mean Sons of Earth, who on a South-Sea Tide 


Of full Succeſs ſwam into Wealth, and Pride, 
Knock with a Purſe of Gold at AnsT1s' Gate, 


And beg to be deſcended from the Great. 

Wren Men of Infamy to Grandeur ſoar, 
They light a Torch to ſhew their Shame the more, 
Thoſe Governments which curb not Evils, cauſe ; 
And a rich Knave's a Libel on our Laws, | 
Brus with ſolid Glory will be crown'd; 
He buys no Phantome, no vain empty Sound, 
But builds himſelf à Name; and to be great, 
Sinks in a Quany an immenſe Eſtate ; 
In Coſt, and Grandeur, Cds hell out-do, 


And, B. ien, thy Taſte is not ſo true. 


The 


Sat. 7 e UntvkksAL Passton; f 
The Pile is finiſh'd, every Toll is paſt, 

And full Perfection is arriv'd at laſt z 

When lo! my Lord to ſome ſmall Corner runs, 


And leaves State-Rooms to Strangers, and to Duns.” 
Tux Man who builds, and wants wherewith to pays} 


Provides a Home from which to run away. 

In Britain what is many a lordly Seat, 

But a Diſcharge in full for an Eftate? © 
In ſmaller Compaſs lies PycMarrion's Fame ; 

Not Domes, but antique Statues ate his Flame ; 


Not Nis Self more Parian Charms has known; 


Nor is good P—b—ke more in Love witli Stone. 

The Bailiff's come (rude Men, prophanely bold!) 

And bid him turn his Vzxvs into Gold. 

„ No, Sirs, he cries, I'11- ſooner rot in Jail. 

« Shall Grecian Arts be truck'd for Engiiſh Bail 

Such Heads might make their very Buſt#'s laugh.  * 

His Daughter ſtarves, but * CizoraTRA's ſafe. 
Men overloaded with a large Eſtate | 

May ſpill their Treaſure in a nice Conceit 3 


A famous Statue. 
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The Rich may be polite, but oh! *tis ſad | 
To ſay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad. 


By your Revenue meaſure your Expence, 
And to your Funds and Acres join your Senſe, - 
No Maa is bleſt by Accident or Guei, 
True Wiſdom is the Price of Happineſs 3 
Yet few without long Diſcipline are ſage, 
And our Youth only lays up Sighs for Ape. 

Bur how, my. Muſe, .can'ſt thou refiſt ſo long 
| The bright Temptation of the Courtly Throng,. 
Thy moſt inviting Theme? The Cours affords 
Much Food for Satire, it abounds in Lords. 
„What Lords are thoſe faluting with a Grin?“ 
One is juſt out, and One as lately #, 
of How comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 
On both their Brows an equal Share of Pride ?” 
Pride, that-impartial Paſſion, reigns thro? all, 
Attends our Glory, nor deſerts our Fall. 
As in its Home, it triumphs in Higb- Place, 
And frowns a haughty Exile in Diſerace., 
Some Lords it bids admire their Wands ſo white, 
Which bloom, like AAROx “s, to their raviſh'd Sight; 

Some 
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Some Lords it bids: reign, and turn their Wands, + 
Like Mos xs, into Serpents in their Hands. 

Theſe fink, as Divers, for Renown; and boaſt 
With Pride inverted of their Honours loſt. 
But againſt Reaſon ſure *tis equal Sin | 
To boaſt of merely being out, or in. 


Wrar Numbers, here, thro' odd Ambitionftrive 


To ſeem the moſt tranſported Things alive? 
As if by Foy, Deſert was underſtood, 
And all the Fortunate were wiſe and good. ' - 
Hence aching Boſoms wear a Viſage gayy 
And ſtifled Groans frequent the Ball, and Play. 
Compleatly dreſt by * MonTzviz, and Grimace, 
They take their Birth-day Suit, and publick Face: 
Their Smiles are only Part of what they wear, 
Put off at Night with Lady B——s Hair. 
What bodily Fatigue is half ſo bad? 
With anxious Care they labour to be glad. 

Wrar Numbers, here, would into Fame advance, 
Conſcious of Merit in the Coxcomb's Dance? 


„A famous Taylor. 
x M 2 The 
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The Tavern! Park! Aſſembly! Mask! and Play! 


Thoſe dear Deſtroyers of the tedious Day! 


That Wheel of Fops | that Saunter of the Town! | 


Call it Diverſion, and the Pill goes down; 
Fools grin on Fools, and Stoic- like, ſupport, 
Without one Sigh, the Pleaſures of a Court. 


Courts can give nothing, to the Wiſe, and Good, 


But Scofn of Pomp, and Love of Solitude. 
High Stations T! umidlt, but not Bliſs create ; 


None think the Great unhappy, but the Great; 


Fools gaze and envy z; Envy darts a Sting, 
Which makes a Swain as wretched as a King. 
I envy none their Pageantry, and Show, 

I envy none the Gilding of their Woe. 


Give me, indulgent Gods! with Mind ſerene, 


And guiltleſs Heart to range the ſylvan Scene. 
No ſplendid Poverty, no ſmiling Care, 


No well-bred Hate, or ſervile Grandeur here. 


There pleaſing Objects uſeful Thoughts ſuggeſt, 
The Senſe is raviſh'd, and the Soul is bleſt ; 

On every Thorn delightful Wiſdom grows, 

In every Rill a ſweet Inſtruction flows. 


But 


* 
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But ſome; untalg br, o'erhear the whiſp'ring, Rill, 


In Spight of ſacred Leiſure Blockheads ſtil ; 


Nor ſhoots up Folly to a nobler Bloom 
In her. on native Soil, the Drawing- Room. 

Tux Squire, is proud to ſee his Courſer ſtrain, 4 
Or well-breath'd Beagles ſweep along the Pain. 
Say, dear HI rorirus, (whoſe Drink is Ale, 
Whoſe Erudition is a Chritmas-Tale, 
Whoſe Miſtreſs is ſaluted: with a Smack, 
And Friend receiv'd with Thumps upon the Back) 
When thy ſleek Gelding nimbly leaps the Mound, . 
And Rin6woop opens on the tainted Ground, 
Is that hy Praiſe? Let Ri vo Ons Fame alone; 
Juſt Ringwood leaves each Animal his e 
Nor envies when a Gypſy you commit, 
And ſhake the clumſy Bench with Country Wit; 
When you the dulleſt of dull Things have faid, 
And then ask Pardon for the Jeſt vou made. 

Hex breathe my Muſe! and then thy Task renew. 


Ten thouſand Fools unſung are ſtill in View. 

Fewer Lay. atheiſts made by Church-Debates ; 

Fewer great Beggars fam'd for large Eſtates: 
M 3 Ladies 


— — — —— — — 
— ; — — — — — 
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Ladies, whoſe Love is conſtant as the Wind 
Cits, who prefer a Guinea to Mankind; 
- Fewer grave Lords to Scx x diſcreetly bend: 

And fewer Shocks a Stateſman gives his Friend. 

Gs Is there a Man of an eternal Vein, 

Who lulfs the Town in Vinter with his Strain, 
At Bath in Summer chants the reigning Laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſles, as the Waters paſs Þ 
Is there a Tongue, like Dz114's o'er her Cup, 
15 hat runs for Ages without winding - up? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to Fame? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my Theme 
Nar would theſe Heroes of the Task be glad; 
For who can write ſo faſt as Men run nad? 


SATIRE II. 
M 


Heroes and Gods make other Poems fine, 
Plain Satire calls for Senſe in every Line: 


Then, to what Swarms thy Faults I dare expoſe? | 


All Friends to Vice, and Fally are thy Foes. 

When fuch the F oe, a War eternal wage, 

"Tis moſt Ill. nature to repreſ thy Rage; 

And if theſe Strains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 

Pl! glory in the Verie I did nat write. 
So weak are Humankind by Nature made, | 

Or to ſuch Weakneſs by their Vice betray'd, . 

Almighty Vanity! to thee they owe 

Their Zeft of Pleaſure, and their Balm of Woe. , 

Thou, like the Sun, all Colours doſt contain, 

Varying, like Rays of Light, on Drops of Rain. 

For every Soul finds Reaſons to be proud, 

Tho? hiſgd, and hooted by the pointing Crowd. 

| Wax | in Purſuit of Foxes, and Renown, 


* HieeoLiTvs demands the Sylvan Crown; | 


. This refers to the firſt Satire. | 
M 4 But 


Y Maſe HERE: and reach thy deftin*'d End 3 
Tho? Toil, and Danger the bold Task attend. 


— — — — 
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But Fox s Fame, the Product of a . 
Grows i in his Garden, an inuſtrious Flower! N 4 
Why teems the Earth? wh y melt the vernal Skles?- 0 


Why mines the Sun? To make Paul Diack wad | 
From Morn to Night has Fr0s10 gazing ſtood, 


And wonder-d how the Gods could be ſo good. 
What Shape! what Hue ? was ever Nymph ſo fair 2 
He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. * 
O ſolid Bliſs! which nothing can Sn. of 
Except a Cat, Bird, Snail, or idle Boy. | 

In Fame's full Bloom lies F LORIO down at Night, 


And wakes next Day a moſt inglorious Wight; ; 


The Tulip's dead! ſee thy | fair Siſter's Fate, . 

o C- 
"or are thoſe Enemies I mention'd all; 

Beware, OF loriſt, thy Ambition's Fall. 

A Friend of mine indulg d this noble F lame ; "WF 

A Quaker ſerv'd him, ADAM was his Name. 

To one lov'd Tulip oft* the Maſter went, 


-! and be kind ere *tis too late, 


1 


Hung er it, and whole Days i in | Rapture ſpent; 


ws © The Name of a Tulip. 
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But came, and. miſt it one ill-fated Hour. | 
He rag'd! he roard! “ What Demos 1 * 
Flow'r? “? 264 Lott 
Serene aphid; Lol *twas eruſht by me; I 
6 FalFg/ is the Bae: to which thou bow'dſt * 


er 


Bur all 1 n and what Crime 
% In ſuch a, Paradiſe to fool their Time??? 
None; but why proud of this? To Fame St ſoars; 
We grant they're idle, if they'll ask no more. 

Wr ſmile at Floriſts, we deſpiſe their oy, 
And think their Hearts enamour'd of a Toy : 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey with Envy, and purſue with Fire? 
What's he, who ſighs for Wealth, or Fame, or Power? 
Another Fron doating on a Flower; 

A ſhort-liv'd Flower, and which has often Si: 

From ſordid Arts, as Frorro's out of Dung, 

Wirn what, O Copavs! is thy Fancy ſmit? 
The Flow*r of Learning, and the Bloom of Wit. 
Thy gawdy Shelves with crimſon Bindings glow, 
And Errerzxus is a perfect Beau. 


How 


1866 LOVE of FAME, Sill, 


| How fit for thee bound up in Crimſon too,, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the View? ?/ 
.T by Books are Furniture, Methinks 'tis hard 
That Science ſhould be purchas'd by the Yard, 
And T——»y turn'd Upholſterer, ſend home 
The gilded Leather to fi up thy Room, 
Ir not to ſome peculiar End aftign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious Trifling of the Mind; 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary Aim, Ki 
A Chace for Sport alone, and not for Came: 
If fo, ſure they who the meer Volume prize, 
But love the Thicket where the Quarry lies, 

Ox buying Books Lox 70 long was bent, 
But found at length that it reduced his Rent; 
His Farms were flown ; when lo! a Sale comes on 
A choice Collection 1 What is to be done? 
He ſells his laſt; for he the whole will buy; 
Sells ev'n his Houſe, nay wants whereon to lie 
So high the generous Ardour of the Man 
For Romans, Greeks, and Orientals ran. 


— 
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When Terms were drawn, and brought him by the 

Clerk, | 
Lorenzo ſign'd the Bargain with his Mark. 
Unlearned Men of Books aſſume the Care, 
As Eunuchs are the Guardians of the Fair. 

Nor in his Authors“ Liveries alone 
Is Copusꝰ erudite Ambition ſhown ? 
Editions various, at high Prices bought, 
Inform the World what Coprus would be thought ; 
And, to this Coſt, another muſt ſucceed, 
To pay a Sage, who ſays that he can read, 
Who Titles knows, and Indexes has ſeen z 
But leaves to what lies between, 
Of pompous Books who ſhuns the proud Expence, 
And humbly is contented with their Senſe. 
O——, whoſe Accompliſhments'make good 
The Promiſe of a long-illuſtrious Blood, 
In Arts, and Manners eminently grac'd,. 

The ſtricteſt Honour / and the fineſt Taſte ! 
Accept this Verſe ; if Satire can agree 
With ſo conſummate an Humanity, 


Ir 
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- By your Example would H1larro mend, * 
How would it grace the Talents of my Friend, 
Who with the Charms of his own Genius ſmit, 
Conceives all Virtues are compriz'd in Wit? 
But Time. his fervent Petulance may cool; 
For tho' he is a Vit, he is no Fool. 
In Time hell learn to uſe, not waſte his Senſe, 
Nor make a Frailty of an Excellence.” © | 
His brisk Attack on Blockheads we ould prize, 
Were not his Jeſt as flippant with the Viſe. | 
He ſpares nor Friend, nor Foe ; but calls to Mind, 
Like Doom's-Day, all the Faults of all Mankind. 
 Wrar tho' Mit tickles? Tickling is unſafe, 
If Rill *tis painful while it makes'us Jaugh. _ 
Who, for the poor Renown of being ſmart, mL bak 
Would leave a Sting within a Brother's Heart? 
Pak rs may be prais'd, Good-nature is ador d; 


Then draw your Wit as ſeldom as your Sword, — * 
And never on the Neat; or you'll appear 1 
As there no Hero, no great Genius berrr. 
As in ſmooth Oil che Razor beſt is whet, 
S6 Wit is by Politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet: | 
„ Their 


* 
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Their Want of Edge from their Offence is ſeen; 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. 
The Fame Men give is for the Foy they finds 
Dull is the Jeſter, when the Joke's unkind. ovine 
$1xcz Mancus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a Wit, 
To pay my Compliment what Place ſo fit ? 
His moſt facetious Letters came to Hand, 
Which my firſt Satire ſweetly reprimand. 
If that a juſt Offence to Marcus gave, 
Say, Maxcvs, which art thou, a Fool, or Knave ? 
For all but ſuch with Caution I forbore ; 
That thou waſt either, 1 neer knew before: 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and ; 
No Mask ſo good, but Maxcus muſt mine through; 
Falſe Names are vain, thy Lines their Author tell; 
Thy beſt Concealment had been writing well. 
But thou a brave Neglect of Fame haſt ſhown, 
Of otber Fame, great Genius! and thy own. 
Write on unheeded, and this Maxim know., 
The Man who pardons, diſappoints his Foe. 
In Malice to proud Wits, ſome proudly lull 
Their Peri Reaſon, vain of being dull 


Tetters ſent to the Author, ſigned Mazevs. | | 
| When 
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When ſome home Joke has ſtung their ſolemn Souls, 

In Vengeance they determine - to be Fools; 

Thro' Spleen, that little Nature gave, make 1%, 

Quite zealous in the Ways of Heavineſs ; 

To Lumps inanimate a Fondneſs take, 

And diſinherit Sons that are awake. | 

Theſe, when their utmoſt Venom they would ſpit, 

Moſt barbarouſly tell you he's a Wit,” 

Poor Negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning Spite 

To Cacodzmons, ſay, they're dev*hif6 white. 0 
LAMPR1DIUS from the Bottom of his Breaſt 

Sighs o'er one Child, but triumphs in the reſt. | 

How juſt his Grief? one carries in his Head 

A leſs Proportion of the Father's Lead 

And is in Danger, without ſpecial Grace, 

To riſe aboye a Juſtice of the Peace. 

The Dunghill-Breed of Men a Diamond ſcorn, 

And feel a Paſſion for a Grain of Corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodding, Money- oving Wight, 

Who wins their Hearts by Knowing Black from White, | 

Who with much Pains exerting all his Senſe, 
| Can range * his Skillings, Pounds, and Pence. 
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The Booby-father craves a Booby-ſon, 
And by Heav'n's'Bleſing thinks himſelf undone. © 


WanrTs of all Kinds are made to Fame a lea; 


One learns to %, another not to ſee; 
Miſs D-— tottering catches at your Hand. 
Was ever Thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? 


Whilſt theſe what Nature gave, diſown thro? Pride, | 


Others affect what Nature has denyd; 
What Nature has deny'd Fools will purſue, 
As Apes are ever walking upon two. 
Cxassvs, a grateful Sage, our Awe af Sport! © 


Supports grave Forms, for Forms the Sage ſupport. 


He hems, and cries, with an important Air, 
« If yonder Clouds withdraw, it will be fair :** 
Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true, 
And adds, . The Learn'ddelightin ſomething new.” 
Ist not enough the Blockhead ſcarce can read, da 
But, muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead? 
As far a Formalif from Wiſdom fits, © 
In judging Eyes, as Libertines from Wits. 

Y x ſubtle Wights (fo blind are mortal Men, 
Tho? Satire couch them with her keeneſt Pen) 

For 


_ —— —— — 
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. For ever will hang out a ſolemn Face, 

To put off Nonſenſe with the better Grace t 
As Pedlars with ſome Hero's Head make bold, 

Iluuſtrious Mark! where Pins are to be ſold. | 

Wuar's the bent Brow, or Neck i in Thought re- 


_ clin'd? er i | 
| The Bodys Wiſdom to e the Mind. _ 
A Man of Senſe can Artifice diſdain, n, 


As Men of Wealth may venture to go plain; 
And be this Truth eternal ne'er forgot, 
Solemnity's a Cover r 
I find the Fol, when I behold the . 3 
For tis the wiſe Man's Intereſt to be ſeen. - 
Hzncs, , that Openneſs of Heart, 
And juſt Diſdain for that poor Mimic Art; 
Hence (manly Praiſc J) that Manner nobly free, 
| Which all admire, and I commend in thee, i 
WI TH generous Scorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of Court, and Town the noon-tide Maſquerade, 
Where Swarms of Knaves the Vizor quite i. 
And hide ſecure behind a naked Face? - 


Where 
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Where Nature's End of Language is declin'd, 

And Men talk only to conceal the Mind; 

Where generous Hearts the greateſt Hazard run, 

And he who truſts a Brotber is undone ? 
Taxse all their Care expend on outward Shew 

For Wealth; and Fame for Fame alone, the Brau. 

Of late at WAIT E“s was young FLoRELL0 ſeen. 

How blank his Look ? how diſcompos'd his Mien? 

So hard it proves in Grief ſincere to feign ! 

$unk were his Spirits ; for his Coat was plain: 

Nzxt Day his Breaſt regain'd its wonted Peace, 

His Health was mended with a Silver Lace. 

A curious Artiſt long inur'd to Toils 

Of gentler Sort, with Combs, and fragrant Oils, 
Whether by Chance, or by ſome God inſpir'd, 

So touch'd his Curls, his mighty Soul was fir'd. 

The well-ſwoln Ties an equal Homage claim, 

And either Shoulder has its Share of Fame; 

His ſumptuous Watch-caſe, tho conceal'd it lies, 

Like a good Conſcience, ſolid Joy ſupplies. 

He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain!) 

Sr ver in Wit, in Breeding D=-L—xE. 

= |S Whene'er 
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Whene'er by ſeeming Chance he throws his Eye 
On Mirrors fluſhing with the Tyrian Dye, 

With how ſublime a Tranſport leaps his Heart? 
But Fate ordains that deareſt Friends muſt part. 
In active Meaſures brought from France, he wheels, 
_ And triumphs conſcious of his learned Heels. 


So have I feen, on ſome bright Summer's Day, 


A Calf of Genius debonnair, and gay, 

Dance on the Bank, as if inſpit'd by Fame, 

Fond of the pretty Fellow in the Stream. 
Moos E is ſunk with Shame, wheneer furpriz'd 

In Linnen clean, or Peruke undiſguis d. 

No ſublunary Chance his Veſtments fear, 

Valu'd, like Leopards, as their Spots appear. 

| A fan- d Sur tout he wears, which once Ws blue, 

And his Foot ſwims in a capacious Shoe. 

One Day his Wife (for who can Wives reclaim?) 

LevelPd her barbarous Needle at his Fame; 

But open Force was vain ; by Night ſhe went, 

And, while he ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling Rent 3 


Where 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Where yawn'd the Frize is now become a Doubt, 


And Glory at one Entrance quite fout out.. 

. Hs ſcorns Frog ELLOo, and FroreLLo him; . 

This hates the ji/tby Creature, that the prim : | 

Thus in each other both theſe Fools deſpiſe 

Their own dear Selves, with undiſcerning Eyes; | 

Their Methods various, but alike their Aim: © —* | 

The Sloven, and the Fopling are the ſame, 1 2 
Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 

When Party-rage too warmly you purſue; 

Then both-club Nonſenſe, and impetuous Pride, 

And Folly joins whom Sentiments divide. 

You vent your Spleen; as Monkeys, when they paſs, 

Scratch at the Mimick-Monkey in the Glaſs, . 


While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 


Fools of both Sides ſhall ſtand as Fools alone. 
Bur who art thou? methinks FLORELTo cries. 
Of all thy Species art thou only wife?“ 


Since ſmalleſt Things can give our Sins a Twitch, 


FS. | 
As croſſing Straws retard a paſſing Witch, | 
Miro. 


N 2 | Fro- 
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FLoxELTo, thou my Monitor ſhalt be; 
I'll conjure thus ſome Profit out of hee. 

O THou myſelf! abroad our Counſels roam, 
And, like ill Husbands, take no Care at home. 
Thou too art wounded with the common Dart, 
And Love of Fame lies throbbing at thy Heart ; 
And what wiſe Means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 


| Know, Fame and Fortune both are made of Proſe. 


Is thy Ambition ſweating for a Rhyme, © 
Thou unambitious Fool, at this late Time? 
While Ia Moment name, a Moment's paſt; 
I'm nearer Death in this Verſe than the laſt : 1 


What then is to be done? Be wiſe with Speed s + 


A Fool at forty is a Fool indeed. | 
Axp what ſo fooliſh as the Chace of Fame? 
How vain the Prize? how impotent our Aim? 
For what are Men who graſp at Praiſe ſublime, 
But Bubbles on the rapid Stream of Time, 
That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 
Bo Born, and forgot, ten thouſand in an Hour? 


— 


x 
1 
* 
4 


To che RIGRT HonovRABLE 
Mr. DO DIN GTO 


i ON. DopincTtox, in Debt, I long have 


ſought 
To eaſe the Burthen of my grateful Thought; 


And now a Poet's Gratitude you ſee, 

Grant him two Favours, and he'll ask for three: 

For whoſe the preſent Glory, or the Gain ? 

You give Protection, I a worthleſs Strain. 

You love, and feel the Poer's ſacred Flame, 

And know the Baſis of a ſolid Fame; 

Tho? prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 

You read with all the Malice of a Friend; 

Nor favour my Attempts that Way alone, 

But, more to raiſe my Verſe, conceal your own. 
Aw il|-tim'd Modeſty! turn Ages oer, 

When wanted Britain bright Examples more? 

Her Learning, and her Genius too decays, 

And dart, and cold are her declining Days; 

; i N 3 | As * 
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As if Men now were of another Caſt, 
They meanly live on Aims of Ages paſt, ; 
Men ſtill are Men, and they who boldly _ ne” 
Shall Wan Oer the Sons of cold Deſpair; 
Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill take Place 
Of ſuch, who run in Debt for their Diſgrace, 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn it with Dnprovements of their own. 2 1 
We bring ſome new Materials, and what's old ; 
New-caſt with Care, and in no borrow'd Mold 382 
Late Times the Verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 
And from ſour Critics vindicate the Muſe. 
* Your Work is long,“ the Critics cry. Tis true, 

And lengthens ſtill, to take in Fools like you: 

Shorten my Labour, if its Length you blame, 

For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my Game * 

As hunted Hags, who, while the Dogs purſue, 
| Renounce their four Legs, and ſtart up on two. | 

Like the bold Bird upon the Banks of Nile, 

That Pol the Teeth of the dire Cracodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread Feaſt!) the Critic's Rage, 
And with the fell Deſtroyer feed my Page, 


For 
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For what ambitious Fools are more to blame 
Than thoſe, who thunder in the Critic's Name? 
Good Authors damn'd, have their Revenge in this, 
To ſee what Wretches gain the Praiſe they mils. 
Barzur ius, muffled in his ſable Cloak, 
Like an old Druid from his hollow Oak, 
As Ravens ſolemn, and as boading,. cries, 
Ten thouſand Worlds for the three Unities! 
Ye Doctors ſage, who thro* Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the Tub, or practiſe what you preach. 
Ons judges, as the Weather dictates, right 
The Poem is at Noon, and wrong at Night: 
Another jydges by a ſurer Gage, ' 
An Author's Principles, or Parentage; 
Since his great Anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The Poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the Writer's Loot; 
Another judges, for he bought the Book; . 
Some judge, their Knack of judging - wrong to keep; 
Some judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep, - 
Tuus all will judge, and with one ſingle Aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the Writer Fame. 
'N4 The 


ions 
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The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, 

Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſer tech, 
None are at Leiſure others to reward; 

They ſcarce will damn, but out of Self- regard, 


Carries on Verſe, as Squibs on Triumphs wait, 


Proclaim the Glory, and augment the State; 


Mot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſcribbling Fry 
Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte Paper, ſtink and die. 


Rail on, my Friends? what more my Verſe can crown 


Than f s Smile, and your obliging Freun! oh 


Nor all on Books their Criticiſm waſte ; 
The Genius of a Pe ſome juſtly taſte, © 


And eat their Way to Fame; with anxious Thought 


The Salmon is refusd, the Turbot bought. 
Impatient Art rebukes the Sun's Delay, 
And bids December yield the Fruits of May 3 
Their various Cares in one great Point combine, 
The Buſineſs of their Lives, that is ——— 70 dine, 
Half of their precious Day they give the Feaſt, 
And, tp a kind Digeſtion, ſpare the reſt. 
Ap! orus, here, the Taſter of the Town, 
. twice a Week, to ſettle their Reno wn. 
| THESE 
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Fursx Worthies of the Palate guard with Care 
The ſacred Annals of their Bills of Fare; 


In thoſe choice Books their Panegyrics read, 


And ſcorn the Creatures that for Hunger feed. 

If Man by feeding well commences great, 

Much more the Worm to whom that Man is Meat. 
To Glory ſome advance a lying Claim, 

Thieves of Renown, and Pilferers of Fame; 


Their Front ſupplies what their Ambition lacks, 


They know a thouſand Lords, behind their Backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a Peer, 

I hen turd away, with a familiar Leer 

And H——y's Eyes, unmercifully keen, 

Have murder'd Fops, by whom ſhe neer was ſeen. 
Nie Ex adopts ſtray Libels, wiſely prone 

To covet Shame, till greater than his own. 
BArnrlL us, in the Winter of Threeſcore, 

Belyes his Innocence, and keeps a Whore. 

Abſence of Mind BRABA N10 turns to Fame, 
Learns to miſtake, nor knows his Brother's Name I» 


5 Has Words, and Thoughts in nice Diſorder ſet, 


And takes a Memorandum to forger, 
3 Thus 


— .__—__——_ e 
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Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or blots, 
Men forge the Patents, that create them Sots. 
As Love of Pleaſure into Pain betrays, 
So moſt grow infamous thro? Love of Praiſe. 
But whence for Praiſe can ſuch an Ardor riſe, 
When thoſe, who bring that Incenſe, we deſpiſe ? A 
For ſuch the: Vanity-of Great, and Small, 
| 4 | Contempt goes round, and all Men laugh at all. 
Non, can even Satire blame them, for tis true 
They moſt have ample Cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain / doubtleſs thou was meant 
A Nurſe of Fools to ſtock the Continent. * | 
Tho? Pxox zus and the Nine for ever mow, 
Rank Folly underneath the Scythe will grow. 
Wy .- plenteous Harveſt calls me forward Kill, 
Till I ſurpaſs in Length my Lawyer's Bill, 
A Wirch Deſcent} which well-Paid Heraldsdamn, | 
or longer ſtill, a Durchuan's Epigram. 
| —  Whencloy'd,/in Fury throw down my Pen, 
=. In comes a'Coxcomb,'and I write agen, L \ 
} Sze Tiryxvs with Merriment poſſeſt, + 
Is burſt with Laughter, ere he hears the Jeſt ; 
wn 'Þ 20 0 ol What 
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What need he ſtay? for when the Joke is Oer, 
His Teeth will be no whiter than before. 
Is there of theſe, ye Fair! ſo great a Dearth, _ *© 
That you need purchaſe Moxkeys for your Mirth? | 
Sow, vain of Paintings, bid the World admire, 
Of Houſes ſame, nay Houſes that they hire; 
Some (perfect Wiſdom !) of a beauteous Vie, 
And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a Scourge for Life. 
SOME TIMES, thro' Pride, the Sexes change their 
Airs, at's km: 502 
My Lord has Vapours, and my Lady faears; 
Then, ſtranger ſtil]! on turning of the Wind, 
My Lord wears Breeches, and my Lady's kind. 
To ſhew the Strength, and Infamy of Pride, 
By all *tis followed and by all deny'd, 
What Numbers are there, which at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the Glory to contemn it, too? 
Vincenna knows Self-praiſe betrays to Shame, 
And therefore lays a Stratagem -for Fame; 
Makes his Approach in Modeſty's Diſguiſe 
To win Applauſe, and takes it by Surpriſe. 
To err, ſays he, in ſmall Things is my Fate,” 


You know your Anſwer, he's exact in great. 


* My 
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« My Stile, ſays he, is rude, and full of Faults,” 
But O! what Senſe ! what Energy of Thoughts 1 = 
That he wants Algebra he muſt confeſs. | 
But not a Soul 70 give our Arms Succeſs, © 

„% Ah! That's a Hit indeed, Vincema cries ; 

& But who in Heat of Blood was ever wiſe ? | 

6 Town *twaswrong,when thouſands call'd me back, 
„ To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd' Attack; 
* All ſay 'was Madneſs, nor dare I deny; 

Sure never Fool ſo well deſerv'd to die.” 

Could this deceive in others, to be free, 


Ie neer, Vincema, cou'd deceive in thee, 


Whoſe Conduct is a Comment to thy Tongue 

So clear, the Dulleſt cannot take thee wrong. 

Thou on one Sleeve wilt thy Revenue wear, 

And haunt the Court, without a Proſpect Be” - l 

Are theſe Expedients for Renown ? Confeſs 

Thy little-ſelf,” that I may ſcorn thee lefs. 

Bz wiſe, Vincenna, and the Court forſake, 

Our Fortunes there; nor thou, nor 7 ſhall make, pb! x 

Ev'n Men of Merit, ere their Point they gain, 

In hardy Service make a long Campaign, | 
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Moſt manfully beſiege their Patron's Gate, 
And oft? repuls'd, as oft? attack the Great 
With painful Art, and Application warm, 
And take at laſt ſome little Place by Storm; 


Enough to keep wo Shoes on Sunday clean, 

And ftarve upon diſcreetly in Sheer Lane. 

Already this thy Fortune can afford, by 
Then ſtarve without the Favour of my Lord. 
"Tis true, great Fortunes ſome great Men confer ; 


* 
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But often, ev*n in doing right, they err: 


From Caprice, not from Choice, their Favours come | . 


4 


They give, but think it Toil to know to whom : | 


The Man that's neareſt, yawning they advance. 
*Tis Inbumanity to bleſs by Chance. 
If Merit ſues, and Greatneſs is ſo loth 


| To break its downy Trance, I pity both. 


=>. 8 
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I grant at Court, Ph:lander, at his Need, 
(Thanks to his lovely Wife) finds Friends indeed. 
Of every Charm, and Virtue ſhe's poſſeſt. 
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t PnHILAN DER! thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 
The publick Envy! Now then, *tis allow'd, 
The Man is found, who may be juſtiy proud: 
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But, ſee! how ſickly's'is Atnbition's Taſte? 

Ambition feeds on Traſh, and loaths a Feaſt; 

For lo! PuitAanpar, of Reproach afraid, 

In Secret loves his Wife, but keeps her Maid. 
SOME Nymphs ſell Reputation, others buy, 

And love a. Market, where the Rates run 9 

Hallen Muſick's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 

Their Vanity is tickled, not their Ear; 

Their Taſtes would leſſen, if the Prices fell. 

And SnAKETEARꝰs wretched Stuff do quite as well 

Away the diſenchanted Fair would throng, 

And own, that Exgliſb is their Mother Tongue. 
To ſnew how much our Northern Taſtes refine, 

Imported Nymphs our peereſſes out-ſhine 3 

While Tradeſmen ſtarve, theſe PHiLoMzLs are gay; 

For generous Lords had rather give, than pay. 

O laviſh Land! for Sound at ſuch Expence ? 

But then ſhe ſaves it in her Bills for Senſe. 

Musick I paſſionately love, tis plain, 

Since for its Sake ſuch Dramas I ſuſtain. 


An Opera, like a Pillory, may be ſaid 


To nail our Ears down, but expoſe our Head. 
BEHOLp 
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Benor p the Maſquerade's fantaſtick Scene! 
The Leviſlature join'd with Drary-lane! 
When Britain calls, th' embroider'd Patriots run, 
And ſerve their Country if the Dance is done. 

« Are we not then allow /d to be polite 2% 
Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your Notions right,” 
' Worth of Politeneſs is the needful Ground, 

Where that is wanting, this can ne er be found. 
Triflers not even in Trifles can excel; 

Tis ſolid Bodies only poliſh well. 

Gaar, choſen Prophet! For thele latter Days, 
To turn a willing World from righteous Ways, ; 
Well, H x, doſt thou thy Maſter ſerve ; 

Well has he ſeen his Servant ſhou'd not ſtarve, 
Thou to his Name haſt fplendid Temples raigd, © 
In various Forms of Worſbip ſeen him prais'd, 
Gawdy Devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, © 

And ſung ſweet Anthems in a Tongue Unknown, 
Inferior OfPrings to thy God of Vice, | 

And duly paid in Fiddles, Cards, and Dice: * | 
Thy Sacrifice ſupreme, an hundred Maid! ? 
That ſolemn Rite of Midnight Maſquerades! 


If 


— 
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If Maids the quite-exhauſted Town denies, 


An hundred Heads of Cuctolds ſuffice, | 


Thou ſmil'ſt, well pleaſed with the converted 1 
E ſee the iy Churches at a Stand. 


Ans that thy Miniſtry may never fail, 
But what thy Hand has Planted ſtill prevail, 
Of minor Prophets a Succeſſion ſure 
The Propagation of thy Zeal ſecure. 1 
_ Sex Commons, Peers, and Miniſters of Stats 
In ſolemn Council met, and deep Debate ! 
What Godlike Enterprize is taking Birth? 
What Wonder opens on th expecting Earth? 
*Tis done! with loud Applauſe the Council rings! 
Fix'd is Fate of bores, and Fiddle-ftrings ! 6 
Tuo bold theſe Truths, thou, Muſe, with Truths 
like theſe, 
Wile none offend, whom tis a Praiſe to pleaſe: 6 8 


Loet others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 


Like juſt 7 ribunals, bend an awful Brow, 
How terrible i it were to common Senſe, 

To write a Satire, which gave none Offence ? 
d 58s And, 
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And, ſince from Life +, whe the Draughts you ſce, 
If Men dilike them, do they cenſure ne? | 
On then, my Muſe! and Fools, and Knaves expoſe, 
And ſince thou canſt not make a Friend, make Hors - 
The Fool, and Knave tis glorious to offend,  . 
And Godlike an Artempt the World to mend; | 
The World, where lucky Throws to Blockbeads fall 
Knaves know the Game, and hone/t Men pay all. 
How hard for real Worth to gain its Price ? | 
A Man ſhall make his Fortune in a Trice, 
If bleſt with pliant, tho” but lender Senſe, 
Feign'd Modeſty, and real Lmpudence. 
A ſupple Kae, ſmooth . an eaſy Grace, 
A Curſe withio, a Smile upon his Face, 
A beauteous Siſter, or convenient Wife, 
Are Prizes in the Lottery of Life; 
Genius and Viriue they will ſoon defeat, 
And lodge you in the Boſom of the Great. 
To merit, is but to provide a Pain 
From Men's refuſing what you ought to gain, 
May, DovincToN, this Maxim fail in you, 
Whom my preſaging Thoughts already view 
= 99 "5 
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By Warrol x's Conduct fir'd, and en gcc. 
Still higher | in your Prince's Favour plac'd'; 
And lending, here, thoſe awful Councils aid, 
Which you, abroad, with ſich Succeſs obey'd : 


Bear this from one, who holds your Friendſhip dear 3. 
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What moſt we wiſh, with Eaſe we fanſy near. 
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Reus D ſome fair Tree th* ambitious Hood- 
| bine grows, 

And breathes her Sweets on the ſupporting Boughs: 
So ſweet the Verſe, th ambitious Verſe, ſhould be, 
01 pardon mine) that hopes Support from thee 3 3 
Thee, Cour rox, born o'er Senates to preſide, 
Their Dignity to raiſe, their Cutnclls guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And Kingdoms Fates, without Ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant Virtues nice Extreams to blend, 

The Crown's Aſſerter, and the People's Friend: 
Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer Views, 

To liſten to the Labours of the Muſe 3 


Thy Smiles protect her, while thy Talents fre, 


And ?tis but half thy Glory to inſpire. 
Vxxꝰ p at a public Fame ſo juſtly won, 


The jealous Cyremss is with Spleen undone. 
O 2 CHREMES, 


. 1 * 
$ 


"lrorz ff hwy, Feud. 


Cuz MES, fie airy Penſions of Renown, 


wt 


'Devotes his Service to the State, and Crown; © 
All Schemes he knows, and knowing, all improves, 
The-Britain's: thankleſs, ſtill his Patriot Poe I 4 
But Patriots differ; fome may ſhed their Blood, 
He drinks his Coffee, for che public God; 
Conſults the ſacred Steam, and there ſoreſees 
What Storms, or Sun-ſhine Providence decrees; | 
Knows for each Day the Weather of our Fate: e 
A Quid. nunc is an Almanac of State. 
You ſmile, and think i, Stateſman . of Uſe. 
Why may not Time his ſecret Worth produce? ? 
Since Apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian Nut, 
Since Gteeds of Genius are expert at Put, _ 
Since half the Senate Not content can ſay, 
Geeſe Nations fave, and Puppies Plots betray. 
Wuar makes him model Realms, and 1 
. e 
An Incapacity for ſmaller Things. 


Poor Cuxemss can't condutt his own Efate, _ 


And thenge has undertaken Europe's Fate. 
Sohne aasee thin of eaters m') bol S- 
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Genenno leaves the Realm to CMRIMES' Skill, 
And boldy claims a Province higher ſtill. 


To raiſe a Name, tb! ambitious Boy has got 


At once a Bible, and a Shoulder-Knot 3 . 


Deep in the Secret, he looks thro? the Whole. 


And pities the dull Rogue that ſaves his * 3 

To talk with/Rev'rence you muſt take good Herd, 
Nor ſhock. his tender Reaſon with the Creed, BY 
Howe'er-well-bred, in public he me 1 


Obliging Friends alone with Blaſpbemies. 


PzzRAGE is Poiſon, good Eftates are bad 
For this Diſeaſe; poor Rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not Attainders brought unhop'd Relief, 
And falling Stocks quite cur'd an Unbelief? 


_ While the Sun ſhines BLunT, talks with wond'rous | 


Pere; | | 
But Thunder mars ſmall Sens and weak Diſcourſe 
Such uſeful Inſtruments the Weather ſhow, 
Juſt as their Mercury is high or low. 
HgaLtH chiefly keeps an Atheiſt in the Dark ; 
A Fever argues better than a Clarke : | 
Ogo wo: Let 
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Let but the Logick in his Pulſe decay, 
The Grecian he'll renounce,” and learn to praß; 
While C mourns with an unfeigned Zea! 


Th apoſtate Youth, who'reafon'd"oxte fo welt. 
1 


C——, who makes ſo merry with the Creed, 5 
He almoſt thinks he disbelives indeed; 
But only thinks ſo; to give both their Due, 
Satan, and be, believe, and tremble too. 
Or ſome for Glory ſuch the boundleſs Rage, 
That they're the blackeſt Scandal of their Age. 
Naxeissus the Turrariun Club diſclaims, 
ks Nay, a Her. Maſon with ſome Terror names, 
Omits no Duty, nor can Euvy ax 
He miſs'd theſe many Years the Church, or Play > 
He makes no Noiſe in Parliament, *tis due; id 
But pays his Debts, and Viſit, when tis true; 
His Charafter and Gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can out-bow the bowing Dean 3 
A Smile eternal on his Lip he wears, 
Which equally the Wiſe, and Worthleſs ſhares, | 
In gay Fatigues this moſt undaunted Chief, 
Patient of 1dleneſs beyond Belief, | 


Moſt 
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Moſt charitably lends the Town his Face, 
For Ornament, in ev'ry public Place; 
As ſure as Cards, he to che Aſemibly comes, 
And is the Furniture of Drawing Rooms. 
When Ombre calls, his Hand and Heart are free, 
And, join'd to two, he fails not to make three. - 
Naxctssvs is the Glory af his Race: 
For who does nothing with a better Grace? 
To deck my Liſt, by Nature were deſign'd 
Such ſhining Expletiues of Human Kind, 
Who want, while thro* blank Life they dream along, 
Senſe ta be right, and Paſſion to be wrong. 

To counterpoiſe this Hero of the Mode, 
Some for Renown are ſingular and odd; 
What other Men diſlike, is ſure to pleaſe 
Of all Mankind theſe dear Anzipodes 3 _ 
Thro' Pride, not Malice, they run counter Kill, 
And Birth-Days are their Days of dreſſing ill. 
AxB—T-is a Fool, and F—— a Sage, 
S—LY will fright you, E-— engage, 


By Nature Streams run. backward, Flame deſcends, 


Stones mount, and 8x is the worſt of F riends. 
nt O04 Tur 
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Ho his Eyes languiſn ? how his 3 adore 
That painted Coat which Josy never wore? 


LOVE f, . 


Trey take their Reſt by Day, and wake by Night, 
And bluſh, if you ſurprize them in the Right, - 
If they by Chance blurt out, ere well aware, 

A Swan is white, or QO —v is fair. 

Norzrue exceeds in Ridicule, no doubt, 


A Fool in Faſhion, but a Fool that's b: 
His Paſſion for Abſurdityss ſo ſtrong. 


He cannot bear a Rival in the Wrong. EM 
Tho? wrong the Mode, comply; more Senſe is ſhewn 


In wearing others Follies , than your uu 


Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. = 


But what in Oddneſs can be more ſublime = 
Than ., the foremoſt Toymar of his Time? 
His nice Ambition lies in curious Fancies 
His Daughter's Portion a netze ban n 

And AsnwOLE 's Baby-houſe, is, in his View, 
Britannia's Golden Mine, a rich Peru] 


He ſhews on Holidays a facred Pin, 
That touch'd the Ruff, that touch'd QueenBexe's Chin. 
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e SxNCE that great — 
te Since the great Plague that ſwept as many more, 
«© Was ever Tear unbleſt as this? he'll cry, 
„It has not brought us one new Butterfly / 

In Times that ſuffer ſuch learn'd Men as be, 
Unhappy I— r how came you to pleaſe? | 
Nor gaudy Butterflies are Lico's Game; 
But, in Effect, his Chace is much the ſame, 
Warm in Purſuit, he levees all the Great, 
Stanch to the Foot of Title, and Eftate. | 
Where e er their Lord/oips go, they never find, 
or Lico, or their Shadows lag behind; 
He jets them ſure, where · e er their Lordſbips run, 
Cloſe at their Elbows, as a Morning-Dun; 
As if their Grandeur, by Contagion, wrought, 
And Fame was, like a Fever, to be caught: 
But after ſeven Years Dance from Place to Place, 
The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. | 
Wudꝰ' p be a Cruich to prop a rotten Peer 
Or living Pendant, dangling at his Ear, 
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For ever whiſp'riig Sectets, Which were blown 
For Months before, by Trumpets, thro' the Town? 
Who ' d be u Gigi, with-ftattering e 23 
Still to reflect the Temper of his Face; 
Or happy Pan to tick opon b Ggveyi n a! 
When my L gracious, and vouchſafes it l oy 
Or Cu/hion, when his Heavineſs ſhall _ 
To loll, or thump it for his better Eaſe z 
Or a vile Butt, for Noon, or Night beſpoke, 
When the Peer ly ſwears hell club his Joke? 
Who'd ſhake with Laughter, the? he cou'd not find 
His Lordſhip's Jeſt; or, if his Noſe broke Wind, 
For Bleſſings to the Gods profoundly” bow. 
That can cry/Cbimney;fweep;or drive a Plangb ? 
With Terms like theſe how mean the Tribe that cla? 
Fo Scarce meaner they, who Terms, like theſe, impgſc. 


1 n 128 — * 12 5 

Nl Bor what's the Tribe moſt likely to comply? 
| | 4 as ” * : . / i " 

FF The Men of Ink; brantient Authors lye: 


The writing Tribe, who ſhameleſs" Auctians hold 
Of Praiſe, by Inch of Candle to be fold. 
All Men they flatter, but themſelves the moſt 
With deathleſs Fame, their everlaſting Boaſt : 
* For 
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For Fame no Cully makes ſo much her Jeſt, 

As her old conſtant Spark, the Bard profeſt. 

« B—LE ſhines in Council, M=—r' inthe rig 
PI- M's magnificent; but I can write, 

e And what to my great Soul like Glory dear? 


Till ſore God whiſpers in his tingling Ear, 


That Fame's unwhol ſome taken without Meat, 


And Life is beſt ſaſtain'd by what is eat; - 


Grown lean, and uuiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his Wants were in his Wit. 

An! what avails it, when his Dinner's loſt, | 
That his trfumphant Name adorns a Poſt ? 
Or that his ſhining Page, (provoking Fate!) 


Defends Sirloins, which Sons of Dulneſs eat? 
Wu Foe to Verſe without Compaſſion hears? 
What cruel Proſe-man can refrain from Tears? 


When the poor Muſe,” for leſs than half a Crown, 
A Profiitute on every Bulk in Town, 
With other Whores undone, tho? not in Print, 
Clubs Credit for Geneva in the Min:? 

Y Bards! why will you ſing, tho' uninſpir'd 2 
Ye Bards! why will you ſtarve, to be admir d? 
| Defun# 
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Defund by Pnoxzus Laws, beyond Redreſs, 
Why will your Spettres haunt the frighted Preſs?? 
Bad Metre, that Exeręſcence of the Head, oo” 24 
Like Hair, will ſprout, altho the-Poet's dead. 
At. other Trades demand, Verſe-makers ** | 
A Dedication'is a mon Leg; | ar MET 
A barren Labeo, the true avi s Faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow/d-Brats to move Compaſſion, 
Tho' ſuch myfelf; vile Bards I diſcommend, 
| Nay more, tho gentle Damon'is my Friend. 
ee It then a Crime to write? If Talents rare 
Proclaim the God, the Crime is to farbenr: ; | 
For ſome, tho? few, there are large - minded Men, 
Who watch unſeen the Labours of the Pen, 
Who know the Muſe's Worth, and thereſore court, 
| Their Deeds her Theme, their Bounty her Support, 
Who ſerve, unasbd, the leaf Pretence to Wit; 
My ſole Excuſe; alas! for having! writ. 
Will Hr pardon, if I dare commend 
H——rT, with Zeal a Patron, and a Friend? 
AIs true Wit is ſtudious to reſtore! 


And Dandy ſmiles, if Pxoxzus ſmil'd before, 
| Px 
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— it Years the long-lov'd Arts admires, 
And HzenzitTTa like a Muſe inſpires. 

Bur ah! not Huſpiration can obtain® 
That Fame, which Poets languiſh for in vain. 
How mad their Aim ? who thirſt for Glory, firive 
To graſp, what no Man can poſſeſs alive. 
Fame' a Reverſion in which Men take place 
(o late Reverſion!) at their own Deceaſe. 

This Truth ſagacious L1ixwzor knows ſo well, 
He #arves his Authors, that their Works may fell. 
Tuar Fame is Wealth, fantaſtic Poets cry ; 

That Wealth is Fame, another Clan reply, 

Who know no Guilt, no Scandal but in Rags; 
And ſwell in juſt Proportion to their Bags. 

Nor only the Low-born, Deform'd, and Old © + 
Think Glory nothing but the Beams of Cold; 

The firſt young Lord; which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt Huncks in Lombard-Street, 
From reſcu'd Candle's Ends who rais'd a Sum," 
And ſtarves to join a Penny to a Plumb, © 

A beardleſs Miſer ? *Tis a Guilt unknown 

To former Times, a Scandal «ll our own. 
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Or ae FINER the true modern Band 
Will mortgage Cer1a to redeem their Land. 


For Love, ung. noble, rich Cas TAL10 * 


Name but the Fair, Love ſwells into his Eyes. 


Divine MoniMia, thy fond Fears lay down ; ot 


No Rival can prevail, but—balf a.Crown. 
_ He glorics to late Times to be convey'd, - 


Not for the Poor he has reliev a, but made. 


Not ſuch Ambition his great Fathers fir'd, 


When HAART conquer d, and half France * ws, 


He'd be a Slave, a Pimp, a Dog for Gain, "7 


Nay, a dull Sheriff for his Golden Chain. 


« Wno'p be a Slave! ?” the gallant Colonel cries, 
While Love of Glory bie from his Eyes. + 
To deathleſs Fame he loudly pleads his Right, 1 
Fuſt is his Title, — for I will not gbr: 


All Soldiers Yalour, all Divines have Grace, 


As Maids of Honour Beauty,---by their Place. 


EY. But, when indulging on the laſt Campaign, 


His lofty Terms climb ofer the Hills of Slain, 

He gives the Foes he ſlew, at each vain Word, 

A ſweet Revenge, and half abſolves his Sword. 
| | 02 
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Or "acti more than of a Bomb tid, 
A Soldier ſhould be modeſt as a Mail: 1 
Fame is a Bubble the Reſery'd hr 4 
Who ftrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy: _ 
*Tis the World's Debt to Deeds of high Degree; 
But if you pay yourſelf, the World is fre. 
Were there no Tongue to ſpeak them but his own, 
Aucus rus Deeds in Arms had ne'er been known, 
AveusTvs' Deeds; if that ambiguous Name 
Confounds my Reader, and miſguides his Aim, 
Such is the Prince's Worth, of whom 1 fl bell. "i 
The 0 would not bluſh at the Mictake. — 
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O Faireſt of Creation! laſt and beſt 

Of all God's Works! Creature, in whom exceltd- 
Whatever can to Sight, or Thought be form d 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or TOW 5 
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OR reigns Ambition in bold Man alone; 


Soft female Hearts the rude Invader own, 
But, there indeed, it deals in nicer Things 
Than routing Armies, and dethroning Kings. 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the Fair | 
Conduct a Finger, or-reclaim'a Hair; 
Or row! the lucid Orbit of an Zye 3 . 
Or in full Joy elaborate a Sigb. | 
Tux Sex we honour, tho' their Faults we blame 3 
Mo Nay thank their Faults for ſuch a fruitful Theme. 
A Theme, fair doubly kind to me, 


Who 
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Who would'ſt not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 


A Panegyric of a groſſer Kind. 8. 
BRAITANNI A'S Daughters, much more fair than nice, 

Too fond of Admiration, loſe their Price; 

Worn in the public Eye, give cheap Delight 


To Throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated Sight. 


As unreſerv'd, and beauteous, as the Sun, 
Thro' exery dien of Vatity they run; 
Aſſemblies, Parks, coarſe Feaſts in City- Halls, 
Lectures, and Trials, Plays, Committees, Balls, . 
Wells, Bedlams, Executions, Smithfield-Scenes, | > 
And Fortune-Tellers Caves, and Lions Dens, 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells, Drawing- Rooms, . 
Inſtallments, Pilories, Coronations, Ti ombs, - | ; 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet- -ſhows, Reviews, 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and ſtill ſtranger !) Pews. 


CLARINDA's Boſom burns, but burns for Fame 


And Love lies vanquiſn'd in a nobler Flame: | 
Warm Gleams of Hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes ; then, 
Like April; Suns, dives i into Clouds, agen. 
With all. her Luſtre, _ her Lover warms ; "I 
Wen, out of Oftentation, hides her Charms. 
F Ti, 
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: & 


Tis, next, her Pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 


| 4 And to be taken with a ſudden Pain; 


— 
_ he 
_ 25 ” n TT 9 * 


Then, ſhe ſtarts up, all Extaſy and Blis, 
And is, ſweet Soul! juſt as ſincere in this. 
O how ſhe rolls her charming Eyes in Spight ! 
And looks delightfully with all her Might! 


But, like our Heroes, much more brave than wiſe, 


She conquers for the Triumph, not the Prize. 

ZARA reſembles Ztna crown'd with Snows; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows :- 
Twice ere the Sun deſcends, with Zeal inſpir'd, 3 
From the vain Converſe of the World retir d. 
She reads the Pſalms, and Chapters for the Day 
In- Crxor a TRA, or the laſt new Play. a 
Thus gloomy Zan A with a ſolemn Grace 
Deceives Mankind, and hides behind her Face. 
' Nox far beneath her in Renown is ſhe, © 


| Who, thro Good-breeding, is ill Company; 


is Whoſe Manners will not let her Larum ceaſe, 


Who thinks you are unbappy, when at Peace; ; 
Io find you News, who racks her ſubtle Head, 


: 2 65 Vows - -=- that ber Great-Granfathe is dead. 
J : A 


Sat. V. The UNIVERSAL Pazs1on. 


A DzazTa of Words a oman need not fear, 
But tis Task indeed to learn 10 hear. 
In that the Skill of Conyerſation lies i e 
That hes, or makes you both polite, and wiſe. .. 

ZanT1Pes cries,” „Let Nymphs who fought can 
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«« Be loſt. in Sile joe, and reſign the Day: 

* And let the guilty Wife her Guilt confeſs. - 
„By tame Behaviour, and a ſoft Addreſs.” “ 
Thro' Yirtue, ſbe refuſes to comply » 

With all the. Dictates of Humanity; 

Theo Wiſdom, „h refuſes to ſubmit | | 
To Wiſdom's Rules, and raves to prove her : 


— 


Then, her unblemiſh'd Honour to maintain, 
Rejects her Husband's Kindneſs with Diſdain. 
But if by Chance an ill-adapted Word 
Drops from the Lip of her unwary Lord, 
Her darling China in a Whirlwind ſent 
Juſt zntimates the Lady's Diſcontent. 

Wins may indeed excite the meekeſt Dame; 
But keen ZaN TIE, ſcorning borrow d Flame, 

„ Can 
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Can vent her Thunders, and her Lightnings play, 
O'er cooling Gruel, and compoſing Tea, 
Nor reſts by Night, but more ſincere than nice, 
She Baker the Curtains with her kind Advice. N 
Doubly, like Echo, Sound | is her Oe 

And the loft Word is "Het eternal Right. 

Is't not enough Plagues, Wars, and Famines riſe 


To laſh our Crimes, but muſt our Wives be wj/62 


Famine, _— ak and an unnumber'd 
Throng re 

Of guilt-avenging Ills; to Man belong 
What black, what ceaſele/s Care beſiege our State? 


What Stroaks we feel from Fancy, and from Fate? 


If Fate forbears us, Fancy ſtrikes the 1 3 


We nale Misfortune, Suicides i in Woe. 
Superfluous Aid! unneceſſary Skill! 

Is Nature backward to torment, or kill? 

How oft” the Mon, how oft” the Midnight Bell, 


(That Iron Tongue of Death!) with ſolemn * i 


On Follys Errands, as we vainly roam, 
Knocks at our Hearts, and finds our Thugs from 
— £/I 


4 * 


Men 


Men drop fo faſt, ere Life's mid Stage we tread, 

Few know ſo many Friends alive, as dead, 

Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill Chace 

We preſs coy Fortune with unſlacken'd Page | - / 

Our ardent Labours for the Toys we ſeek, | | 

Join Night to Day, and Sunday to the Week. 

Our very Joys are anxious, and expire 

Between Satiety and fierce Deſire. 

Now what Reward for all this Grief and Toil? 

But one; a female Friend's endearing Smile; 

A tender Smile, our Sorrows' only Balm, FE” 

And, in Life's Tempeſt, the fad Sailor's Calm. 

| Ho w have ſeen a gentle Nymph draw nigh, 

Peace in her Air, Perſuaſion in her Eye; | 

Victorious Tenderneſs ! it all o'ercame, | 

Huſbands Iook'd mild, and Savages grew tame, 
Tux Sylvan Race our active Nymphs purſue ; 

Man is not all the Game they have in View: 

In Woods and Fields their Glory they compleat 

There Maſter BE Tx leaps a'five-barr'd Gate; 

_ While fair Mi CARL Es to Toilets is confin'd, 

Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous Sun and Wind. 
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Some Nymphs affect a more heroĩc Breed ,. 


And vault from Hunters to the manag'd Steed ;- | 


| Command his Prancings with a martial Air, 

And Fon fx r has the Forming of the Fair. 
Mox than one Steed muſt DzL1a's Empire feel, 

Who. ſits triumphant o'er the flying Nhe; 
And as ſhe guides it thro? the admiring Throng, 
Wich what Air ſhe ſmacks the filken Thong? 
Graceful as Ions, ſhe. moderates the Reins, 
And whiſtles ſweet her diuretic Strains. 
SESOST RIͤ- like, ſuch Charioteers as theſe 
May drive ſix harneſsd Monarchs if they pleaſe, 


They drive, row, run, with Love of Glory ſmit, 


Leap, fwim, ſhoot flying, and pronounce on Wit. 
__ _ O'xx the Belle-Lettre lovely Davyane reigns s 
Again the God Arol Lo wears her Chains. - 


Wich Legs tofs'd high on her Sophee ſhe fis, 


Vouchſafing Audience to contending Wits: + 
Of each Performance ſhe's the final Teſt ; 
One Act read o'er, ſhe propheſies the reſt; 


And then pronouncing with deciſive Air, 


Fully convinces all the Town --, fair. 
* | W Had 
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Had lovely DarN a HzcaTzssa's Face, 
How would her Elegance of Taſte decreaſe? 
Some Ladies Judgment in cheir Features-lies, 
And all their Genius ſparkles from their Eyes. 

Bur hold, ſhe cries, Lampooner! have a Care: 
Muſt I want common Senſe, becauſe Im fair? 
O no: See STELLA, her Eyes ſhine as bright, 

As if her Tongue was never in the Right, 
And yet what real Learning, Judgment, Fire 
She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire: 
How then, (if Malice ruPd not all the Fair) 
Could Darin publiſh, and could ſhe forbear? 
We grant that Beauty is no Bar to Senſe, 

Nor is't a Sanction for Impertinence. 

SEMPRONIA lik'd her Man, and well ſhe might; 
The Youth in Perſon, and in Parts was bright 3 
Poſſeſs d of ev*ry Virtue, Grace, and Art, 

That claims juſt Empire o'er the female Heart. 

He met her Paſſion, all her Sighs return'd, 

And in full Rage of youthful Ardour burn'd. 

Large his Poſſeſſions, and beyond her own : 

Their Bliſs the Theme, and Envy of the Town. 
P, The 
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In Fanucys airy La 


Like Cats in Air-pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 


* 


DOE 14 T4 ® Sat. * 
The Day's was 1 when with bone Acre more 


In fiepp'd deform'd, "debauch'd, diſcas'd Thregfere. | 
The fatal Sequel 1 thr” Shame forbear.” 
Of nb, and te hd en eve the Fat: 


* Max's rich with little, were his __ true ; 


Nature is frugal, and her Wants are few; 


Thoſe few Wants anſwer d bring fincere Delights, 
But Fools create 1 l ſelves | new Appetites. | 
Fa ncy, and Pride ſeek Things at vaſt E > tage 


Which reliſh nor to Reaſon, nor to Senſe. | 
| When'Surfeit, « or Unthankfulneſs deſtroys. 


In Natur s narrow Sphere, our ſolid _ 7 M2, 
nd of Noiſe and Sh, 
Where nought but Dreams, 1 no real Pleaſures ; on. | 


On Joys too thin to Keep the Soul alive. gt 
Ltnizn's ſick, make haſte, the Doctor call: 
He comes: But Whert's his Patient? At che Ball. 

The Doctor ſtares, her Woman cure fies low, 


And cries, 40 My Lady, Sir, is always ſo. © JOE 25 * 


ke Diverſions put her Maladies to light; 1 9 


6 True, ſhe can't Band, bur ſhe can dance all Night. 
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ec ye known my Lady (for ſhe loves a aire 1 


« For Fevers take an Opera in „ -;c1"7 8 2 


« And tho” perhaps yo Il chink the Practice bold, 
e A midnight Park is ſow'reign for a Coll. 
With Cholics, Breakfaſts of mne * 
ec With Tndigeſtions, Supper juſt at Three, 

A firange Alternative, replies Sir HR, 

Muſt Women have a Doctor, or a Dawes?" 
The? fick to Death, abrund they ſafely tam, 
But droop kick die, in perfect Health, af toms. 


ITY 
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For want but not of Health, àre Ladies illy 
And Tickets eure beyond the Doctors BI. 


Ar as! my Heart, how languiſhingly fair 
Von Lady lolls? with what a tender Air? hy ect 
Pale as a young dramatic Author, When a ; i 
O'er darling Lines fell Ci BER waves his Pen. By 
Is her Lord angry, or has * Very chid? | 
Dead is her Father, or the Mask forbid? © 
« Late ſitting up has turn'd her Roſes white,” 2 
Why went ſhe not to Bed Pack, ' Becauſe "was __ 
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Did ſhe then dance, or play? .. Nor this, nor that. 
Well, Night ſoon ſteals away in pleaſing Chat. 
«© No, all alone, her Pray ru ſhe rather choſe, 
«© Than be that #/retch to Nleep till Morning roſe.” 
Then Lady Crxrm a, Miſtreſs of the Shade, 
Goes, with the faſhionable Owls, to Bed. 
This her Pride covets, this her Health denies 5 
Her Soul is ally, but her Body's wiſe, ; 
| Oruaxs with curious Arts dim Charms revive, 
And triumph in the Bloom of Fifty-fve. 
"You in the Morning a fair Nymph invite, 
To keep her Word a brown one comes at Night; 
Next Day ſhe ſhines in gloſfy black, and then, 
Revolves into her native red agen. 
Like aDove's Neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient Charms, 
And is her own dear Rival in your Arms. 
Bur one nirer has the painted * 

Nor finds n but eee 
Yet LAuxa's beautiful to ſuch Exceſs, 
Thar all her Art ſcarce makes her pleaſe tbe % 
To deck the female Cheek be only knows, 
| Who paints leſs fair the Lilly, and the Roſe 

—_ | : How 
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H ow gay they\finile fuck Bleſlings Nature pours, 
Ofer-ſtock'd Mankind enjoy but half her Stores: 
In diſtant Wilds, by human Eyes unſeen, 
She rears her Flow'rs, and ſpreads her Velvet green. 
Pure gurgling Rills the lonely Deſart trace, 
And waſte their Muſick on the ſavage Race. 
Is Nature then a Niggard of her BliG? 
Repine we guiltlzfs in a World like this? 
But our lewd Taſtes her lawful. Charms refuſe, - 
And painted Arts deprav*d Allurement chuſe. 

Such Ful vr a's Paſſion for the Town; freſh Air 
| (An odd Effect l) gives Vapouts to the Fair: 
Green Fields, and ſhadyGroves, and chryſtal Springs, 
And Larks, and Nightingales, are odi6us Things; 
But Smoke; and Duſt, and Noiſe, and Crowds delight; 
And to be preſsd to Death tranſports her quite. 190 
Where filver Ri w'lets play thro flow ry Meads, 
And Woodbines give their Sweets, and Lines their 
Black Kennels abfent Odours ſhe regrets, 
And ſtops her Noſe at Beds of Violets. © 

N OT b wt 


Is ſtormy Life preferr'd to the ſerene? 
Or is the public to the private Scene? 
Retir d, we tread a ſmooth, and open Wayʒ 
Thro' Briars, and Brambles in the World we ſtray, 
Sulf Oppoſition, and perplex'd Debate. 
And thorny Care, and rank and ſtinging Hate, 
Which choak our Paſſage, our Career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt Temper of our Soul. 
O ſacred Solitude! divine Retreat! 9 
Choice of the Prudent! Envy of the Great! 
By thy pure Stream, or in thy waving Shade, 
We court fair Wiſdom, that celeſtial Maid: 
The genuine Offspring of her lov'd Embrace, 
; (Strangers on Earth ) are Innocence and Peace. | 
There, from the Ways of Men laid ſafe aſhore, 
We ſrmile to hear the diſtant Tempeſt roar; 
There, bleſsd with Health, with Buſineſs unperplex'd, 
This Life we reliſh, and enſure the next; 
There too the Muſes ſport ; theſe Numbers free, 
Pierian EasTBuRy | I owe to thee, N 
Tukkk ſport the Muſes; but not there ans 7 
Their ſacred Force Au LTA feels in Town. 
| | Nought 
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Nought but a Genius can a Genius fit; 
A Wit herſelf, Auz LTA weds a Wit. 
Both Wits ! tho* Miracles are faid to ceaſe, 
Three Days, three wond'rous ea "0 liv'd in 
Peace; | i 
With the fourth Sun a warm Diſpute" aroſe, 
On Duzrzy's Poeſy, and BunyAN's Proſe. 
The learned War both wage with equal Force, 
And the fifth Morn concluded the Divorce. 
Phon kx, tho” ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in HappineſQ. 
Laboriouſly purſues deluſive Toys, 8256} 
Content with Pains, ſince they're reputed Joys. | 
With what well; acted Tranſport will ſhe fay, - - 
„ Well ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
And then that charming Party for 10-morrow!” 
Tho? well ſhe knows, *twill languiſh into Sorrow. 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent Hour; 
So groſs that Cheat, it is beyond her Power. 
For ſuch is or our Weakneſs, or our Curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our Crime, which ſtill is worſe, 
L | ; The 
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The preſent Moment like a Wife we Thi, -  - 
And neer enjay, becauſe it is aur Ann. 

Px AsunEs are few, and ſewer we enjoy 
Pleaſure, like Quackſilver, is bright, and coy'; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt Skill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill ?:? 
If ſeiz d at laſt, compute your mighty Gains, 
What is it, but rank Poiſon in your Veins? 

As Flavia in her Glaſs an Angel ſpies 
Pride whiſpers in her Ear pernigiqus Lyes 3. 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a Face ſo fine 
There's no Satiety of Charms divine 
Hence, if her Lover yawns, all changed appe 
Her Temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet Soul !) in Tears. 
She, fond and young, laſt Week, her Wiſh * 
In ſoft Amuſement all the Night employ d; | 
The Morning came, when STREPHON net 
(Surpriſing Sight!) his Bride in Sorrow drownd. 
What Miracle, ſays S TR EHON, makes thee weep ? 
<« Ah barbarous * apts how A 
oO ORD 9 ww 0 

| | Men 
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Mx x love a Miſtreſs, as they love a Feaſt 3 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taſte? j 
Yet ſure there is a certain Time of Day, 

We wiſh our Miſtreſs, and our Meat away: 
But ſoon the ſated Appetites retwenyg; , L 14) 
Again our Stomachs crave, our Boſoms burn. 
Eternal Love let Man, then, never ſwear; 

Let Women never triumpb, nor deſpair 10 
Nor praiſe, nor blame, too much, the Warm, or Chill; 
Hunger and Love are foreign to the WIL © 

Takxx is indeed a Paſſion more refin'd, 

For thoſe fewNymphs whoſe Charms are of thei nd, 
But not of that unfaſhionable Set = 
Is PyrLi1s: PILLS and her Da Mom met. 
Eternal Love exactly hits her Taſte ; | e 
Pr1LL1s demands eternal Love at leaſt. 
Embracing Pu II L Is with ſoft-ſmiling Eyes, 
Eternal Love I vow, the Swain replies: 
But ſay, my All, my Miſtreß, and my Friend! 
What Day next Week th* Eternity ſhall end? 
Some Nymphs prefer Aſtronomy to Love ; 
Elope from mortal Men, and range above. 
q The 


Ich 
tions 


r e eo $7 en — 


—ͤ—Uh— — — — 


* 
_- 


IK EP AA 4 
1 Y 5 


3 


Lowe of ru 6 vo 
The fair Philoſopher " Ws flies TI" 


"Where in a Bun the hole Creation lie: 


She ſees the Planets in their Turns advance,; 
And ſcorns, Porr IEA, thy ſublunary Dance. 

Of DesacuLizR ſhe beſpeaks e Air, "mu 
And Wurs ron has Engagements with the Fair. 
War vain . 8 Sornkon 4 tries! 


8 (0 fickle'$ Sex 9.4 fog end her learned Pains, .. 


Lo! Pug from Jurixk her Heart has got, 
Turns out mn Stars, and NzwrToN.1i is Sot. 
To turn, the never took the I OY 

of surven, yet is ever in the Right? 4991 
She ſtrikes each Point with native Force of Mind, .. 
While puzzled Learning blunders far behind. 
Graceful to Sight, and Elegant to Thought, 

The Great are vanquiſh'd, and the Wiſe are naſe. 
Her Breeding figiſh'd, and her Temper ſweet, 
When ſerious, eaſy g 4 When gay, diſcreet; 
In glittering Scenes, o'er her own Heart, ſevere ; 2 
In Crowds, collected; and in Courts, ſincere: 


* * 


* 4 E 13 | Sincere, 


Sincere, and warm, with Zeal well- underſtood, 
She takes a noble Pride in doing good; 
Vet, not ſuperior to her Sex's Cares 
The Mode ſhe fixes by the Gown ſhe wears ; . 


Of Silks, and, China ſhe's the laſt Appeal 
In theſe great Points ſhe leads the Commonweal z - 
And if Diſputes of Empire riſe. between 


Mechlin the Queen of Lace, and Calberteen, 


Tis Doubt! tis Darkneſs ] till ſuſpended Fate 
Aſſumes her Nod to cloſe the grand Debate. 
When ſuch her Mind, why will the Fair expreſs 


WY 


Their Emulation only in their Dreſs? .. 


. 


Bur ohl the Nymph that mounts _ * Skies, 


And, gratis, clears religious Myſteries! ..... . 


Reſolv'd the Church's Welfare to enſure, | 


And make her Family a Sine cure: 
The Theme divine at Cards ſhe'll not 3 
But Zakes in Texts of Scripture at Piguet; 


In thoſe licentious Meetings acts the Prude, _ . 


And thanks her Maker that her Cards are good. . 
What Angels wow'd theſe be, who thus excel_. | 
In Theologics, c cou d they ſew as well! 


* 
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Yet why ſhou'd not the Fair her Text purſue ?) 
Can ſhe more decently the Doctor woo ? 

»Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 
Of her Religion, ſhou'd be barr'd in that. 
Isaac, a Brother of the canting Strain 

When he has knock'd at his own Skull in vain, 

Jo beauteous Maxc1a often will repair 
With a dark Text, to light it at the Fuir. 
O how his pious Soul exults to find 
Such Love for holy Men in Womankind ? 
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Hangs on her Bloom, like an induſtrious Beez » 

Hums round about her; and with all his Power 

Extrafts ſweet Wiſdom from ſo fair a lower: 2. 
Tur Young and Gay declining, ARA flies 

At nobler Game, the Mighty and the Nie- 

By Nature more an Eagle than a Dove, 

She impiouſly prefers the Vorld to Love. 


What gay Diſtreſs! what ſplendid Miſery! . 
Whatever Fortune laviſhly can pour, 
The Mind — and calls for more. 


Charm'd with her Learning, with what Rapture, he 


Can Wealth give Happineſs? look round, and ſee 


Wealth 


5 


— 1 
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Wealth is a Cheat, believe not what it ſays, 

Like any Lord it promis and pay. 

How will the Miſer ſtartle to be told 

Of ſuch a Wonder, as inſolvent Gold ? 

What Nature wants has an intfinſick Weight; 

All more, is but the Faſhion of the Plate, 

Which, for one Moment, charms the fickle View, 

It charms us 20, anon we caſt anew z 

To ſome freſh Birth of Fancy more inclin'd : 

Then wed not Acres, but a noble Mind. 
M18t4axzn Lovers, who make Worth their Care; 

And think Accompliſhments will win the Fair: 

The Fair, *tis true, by Genius ſhou'd be won, 

As Flow'rs unfold their Beauties to the Syn; 

And yet in female Scales a Fop out-weighs, | 

And Wit muſt wear the Willoto, with the Bays: + | 

Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain LIBERIA“s Eye 

As Riot, Impudence, and Perfidy; | 

The Youth of Fire, that has drunk deep, arid play d, 

And kilbd his Man, and triumph'd ofer his Maid; 

For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her Charms, 

Snatches the dear Deſtroyer to her Arms; 
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And amply gives, (the treated long amiſs 
The Man of Merit his Revenge in thir. | 
Ir you reſent, and wiſh a Woman ill. 
But turn her oer one Moment to her WL, © 
Tre languid Lady next appears in State, 


: 


Who was not born to carry her own Weight; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign Ad 
To her own Stature lifts the feeble Maid. 
Then, if ordain'd to ſo ſevere a Doom, 
She by juſt Stages, journeys round the Room: 
But knowing her own Weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 


Jo ſcale the Alps ——that is, aſcend the Stairs, | 


My Fan! let others ſay who laugh at Toll; 
Fan! Hoot. Glove 1:56if is her Loch Stile. 
And that is Poke wih uch a dying Fall, 
That Betty rather ſces, than bears the Call: 
The Motion of her Lips, and meaning Eye 
Piece out th' Idea her faint Words deny. 
O liſten with Attention moſt profound ! 
Her Voice is but the Shadow of a Sound. 
And help! O help! her Spirits are ſo dead, 
One Hand ſcarce lifts the other to her Head, 
= 5 2 ON 
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If, there, a ſtubborn Pin it triumphs Oer. 
She pants! ſhe ſinks away! and is no more. 
Let the Robuſt, and the Gygantic carve, 
Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather fare: 
But cherw ſhe muſt herſelf; ah cruel Fate! 
That Ros AL IN DA can't by Proxy eat. 
A Aufidoie in female Caprice lies 
(Kind Heav'n!) againſt the Poiſon of their Eyes. 
THALESTRIS triumphs in a manly Mein, 
Loud is her Accent, and her Phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open Dealing where's the Shame? 
What Nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This hongft Fellow is ſincere, and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous Husband Pain. 
(Vain is the Task to Petticoats aſſign d. 
If wanton Language ſhews a nated Mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her Eloquence, 
An Oath ſupplies the Vacancies of Senſe. 


Hark! the ſhrill Notes tranſpierce the yielding Air, 
And teach the neighb'ring Echoes how to ſwear. 

By Jove;'is faint, and for the fimple Swain, 

She, on the Chriſtian Syſtem, is prophane. 

mw Q3. But 
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But tho? the Volley rattles in your Ear, 
Believe her Dreſi, ſhe's not a Granadier. 

If Thunder awful, how much more our Dread, 
When Jove deputes a Lady in his Stead ?- 

A Lady! pardon my miſtaken Pen, 


Few to Good-breeding make a juſt Pretence, 


Good breeding is the Bloſſom of good Senſe z 
The laſt Reſiilt of an accompliſh'd Mind, 


With outward Grace, the Body's Virtue, * ” 
A violated Decency, now reigns; mae 


And Nymphs for Nuilings take peculiar cm | 


With Indian Painters modern Toaſts _— 


The Point they aim at is Deformity : | 
They throw their Perſons with a hoydon Air 


Acroſs the Room, and 10% into the Chair. 


So far their Commerce with Mankind is gone, 
They, for our Manners, have exchang'd their own. 


The modeſt Look, the caſtigated Grace, 


The gentle Movement, and flow-meaſur'd Pace, 
For which her Lovers dyd, her Parents prayd, 
Are Indecorums with the modern Maid. 


Stiff 
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Stiff Forms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 
Nor conquer Ari, and Nature, to be rude. 
Modern Good - breeding carry to its Height, 
And Lady D ſelf will be polite. 

Ys rifing Fair! Ye Bloom of Britaiz's Iſle! 
When high-born AxxA with a ſoſten d Smile 
Leads on your Train, and ſparkles at your Head, 
What ſeems moſt hard, i is not to be well - bred. | 
Her bright Example with Succeſs purſue, 

And all, but Adoration, is your Due. 

Bur Adoration ? give me ſomething more, 
Cries Lyck, on the Borders of Threeſcore ; 
Nought treads ſo ſilent as the Foot of Time : 
Hence we miſtake our Autumn for our Prime; 
'Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy News that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her Face 
Memento mori to each public Place. 

O how your beating Breaſt a Miſtreſs warms, 
Who looks thro' Spectacles to ſee your Charms! 
While rival Undgrtakers hover round, | 


And with his Spade the Sexton marks the Ground, 
Q 4 Intent | 
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Intent not on her own; but others Doom, 
She plans new Conqueſts, and defrauds the Tomb. 
In vain the Cock has ſummon'd Sprites away, 
She walks at Noon, and blaſts the Bloom of Day. 
Gay Rainbow Silks her mellow Charms infold, 
And nought of Lyes but herſelf is old. - 
Her grizzled Locks aſſume a ſmirking Grace, 
And Art has levelld her deep-furrow'd Face. 
Her ſtrange Demand no Mortal can approve, 
We'll ask her Bleſing, but can't ask her Love. 
She grants indeed a Lady may decline: 
Call Ladies but herſelf) at Ninety-nine, 

O now.unlike her was the ſacred Age 

Of prudent Pon TIA? Her grey Hairs engage; 
| Whoſe Thoughts are ſuited to her Life's Decline. 
Viriue's the Paint that can make Wrinkles ſhine. 
That, and that ozly can old Age ſuſtain 3. _ _.. 
| Which yet all wiſh,” nor know they wiſh * * ; 
Not numerous are our Joys, when Life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the fer; | | F 
But when we conquer Life's meridian Stage, 
And downward tend! into the Vale of Age, 


They 
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They drop a. pace; by Nature ſome decay, 

And ſome the Blaſts of Fortune ſweep away; 

Till naked quite of Happineſs,” aloud 

We call for Death, and elter in a Shroud. 
WukRE's Pox TIA now ?—but PorT1 a left be- 

Two lovely Copies of her Form and Mind. 

What Heart untouch'd their early Grief can view, 

Like bluſhing Roſe-buds dipp'd in Morning Dew ? 

- Who into Shelter takes their tender Bloom, | 

And forms their Minds to fly from IIls to come? 

The Mind when turn'd adrift, no Rules to guide, 

Drives at the Mercy of the Wind and Tide; 

Fancy, and Paſſion toſs it to and fro; | 

A- while torment, and then quite in in Woe.” 

Ye beauteous Orphans! ſince in ſilent Duſt | 

Your beſt Example lies, my Precepts truſt. 

Life ſwarms with Ills, the Boldeſt are afraid; 

Where then is Safety for a tender Maid? 

Unfit for Conflict, round beſet with Woes, 

And Man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of Foes! 

is SIS | 8 When 
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When kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the moſt, 

The leaſt obliging; and by Favours loſt. | 

Cruel by Nature, they for Kindneſs: hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe Ills themſelves create, 

If on your Fame our Sex a Blot has thrown, 

T will ever ſtick, thro* Malice of your orn. 
Moſt hard! in Pleaſing your chief Glory lies; 

And yet from Pleaſing your chief Dangers riſe: 

Then pleaſe the Be; and know, for Men of Senſe 

Your ſtrongeſt Charms are native Innocence. 

Arts on the Mind, like Paint upon the Face, 

Fright him, that's worth your Love, from your Em- 


In fimple Manners alb the Secret lies, 
Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 
Vain Sher, and Noiſe, intoxicate the Brain, 
| Begin with Giddine/5,. and end in Pain. 
Affect not empty-Fame, and idle Praiſe, 
Which, all thoſe Wretches I deſcribe, betrays. 
Your Sex's Glory tis to ſhine unknown ; 25 
Of all Applauſe; be fondeſt of your own. 
HY N p b 3 
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Beware the Fever of the Mind ! that Thirſt 

With which this Age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of Pleaſure but inflames Deſire, 

And Abſtinence alone can quench the Fire; 

Take Pain from Life, and Terror from the Tomb, 
Giye Peace in Hand, and promiſe Bliſs to come, 
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| Interdum tamen & tollit Cimadia vocem, Hon. 
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SOUGHT a Patrons, bot ſought | in vain. 
I APOLLO whiſper: in my Ear— I GERMAIN.— 
I know her not w $6 Your. Reaſon s omjeekat odd; 
6 Who knows his Patron, now ? reply*d the God. 
« Men write, to me, and to the World, unknown; 
Then ſteal great Names, to ſhield them from the 

Town. ä 

<« Detected Worth, like Beauty diſfarray'd, 
*© To Covert flies, of Praiſe itſelf afraid: 
« Should. be refuſe to patronize your Lays, 
* — write a Volume i in her Praiſe. 


; Nor 
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ce Nor think it hard ſo great a Length to run: 
« . When ſuch the Theme, twill eaſily be done.“ 
Ys Fair! to draw your Excellence at Length, 

Exceeds the narrow Bounds of human Strength ;  . / 

You, ' here, in Miniature your Pictures ſee; 

Nor hope from Zixcxs more Juſtice; than from me. 

My Portraits grace your Mind, as his your Side: 

His Portraits will inflame, mine quench your Pride: 

He's dear, you frugal 3 chuſe my cheaper Lay, 

And be your Reformation all my Par. 
Lavinia is polite,” but not prophane ; 

To Church as conſtant, as to Drury Lane. 

she decently, in Form, pays Heav'n its Due; 

And makes a civil Hit to her Pe. 5 

Her lifted Fan, to give a ſolemn Air, - 

Conceals her Face, which paſſes for a Prayer: 

Curt'ſies to Curt'ſies, then, with Grace ſucceed, 

Not one the Fair omits, but at the Creed. 

Or if ſhe joins the Service, tis to ſpea k; 

Thro? dreadful Silence the pent Heart might break: 

Untaught to bear it, Women galt away 

| To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 

- 1% dd But 
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For they're before thefr Maker, and Mankind : 


When Ladies once are proud of praying well, 
| Sar an himſelf will toll the Patiſh Bell. 


 Acauarntet with Iain; 
Dxvsa receives her Viſitants in Bed zj 
But chaſte as Ice, this Yoſta to defy _ 
She begs you juſt would turn yu; while the hi.. 

Tnosx Charms are greateſt which decline the Sight, 
That makes the Banquet poignant” and polite, * 


And *tis on Plenty your poor Lover fare. 
Bur with the modern Fairy "meridian Merit 
Is a fierce Thing, they call a Nymph of Sirit. 9 


And tread on Tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh, 1 
1 Or if you tale a Lion by the Beard - 
00 Or date 2505 che fell ne 
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« Or arm'd Rhynoſceros, or rough Ruſian Bear,“ 
Firſt make your Will z and then cunverſe with her. 
This Lady glories in profuſe Expence, = 
And thinks Diſtraction is Magnificence. 

To beggar her Gallant is ſame Delight, 

To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſite. _ 

Had ever Nymph ſuch Reaſon to be glad? 

In Duel fell two Lovers, one tun nad. 

Her Foes their honeſt Execrations pour; 

Her Lovers only ſhould detgf her more. 

Thrice happy they! who think I boldly feign, 

And ſtartle at a Miſtreſs of my Brain. 
FLavia is conſtant to her old Gallant, 

And generouſly ſupports him in his Want. 

But Marriage is a Fetter, is a Snare, 

A Hell, no Lady ſo polite can bear. 

She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with Pains 

Her Angel-brood of Baftards ſhe maintains. 

Nor leaſt Advantage has the Fair to plead, - 

But that of Guilt, above the Marriage-Bed. . 
AMaAS1A hates a Prude, and ſcorns Reſtraint; 

Whateer ſhe is, ſhell not appear a Saint : 

| | Her 
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Fler Soul ſuperior flies Formality'z © 2 
So gay her Air, her Conduct is ſo fre, 


Some might ſuſpect the Nymph not oper Rod 
Nor wou d they be miſtaken, if they ſhou d. 
UxNARARIZD ABRA puts on formal Airs; 4 
Her Cuſhion's thread-bare with her conſtant Prayers. 
Her only Grief is, that ſhe cannot be 
At once engag d in Prayer and Charity. |. © 
And this, to do her Juſtice, muſt be ſad. 


bo cold not think that ABR A was a Maid?" 


Some Ladies are too beauteous to be weed. 
For where's the Man that's worthy of their Bedꝰ 
If no Diſeaſe reduce her Pride before 


LAVIxIA will be raviſh'd at Threeſcore. 


Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the Dark 


And nothing now is wanting but her a eb: 


Luci thinks Happineſs n State; 

She weds an Iudeot; but ſhe eats in Plate, * 
Tun Goods of Fortune, which her Soul poſſeſs, 

Are but the Ground of unmade Happineſs; „ 

The rude Material; Wiſdom add to ths, 

Wiſdom, the ſole Arie n 
7.4 5 Sbe 
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Sbe from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by Need, 

Of thin Content can draw the ſubtle Thread 
But (no Detraction to her ſacred Skill) 

If ſhe can work in Gold, *tis better ſtil]. 

Ir Tux IA had been bleſs'd with half her Senſe, 
None cou'd too much admire her Excellence. 
But ſince ſhe can make Error ſhine ſo bright, 

She thitiks it vulgar to defend the | Right, 
With Underſtanding the is quite 0'er-run 4 
And by too great Accompliſhments undone: 
With Skill ſhe vibrates her eternal Tongue, 
For ever moſt divinely in the Wrong. | 
Naked in nothing ſhould a Woman be, 
But veil her very Mit with Modeſty : 
Let Man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 
But yield her Charms of Mind with ſweet Delay, 

Fon Pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 

To make themſelves important, Men muſt grieve, 
LszIA the Fair, to fire her jealous Lord, 
Pretends, the Fop ſhe laughs at, is ador'd. 
In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret Innocence; : 
The Fact ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe Offence: 
R M1za, 
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Mr RA, endow'd with every Charm to bleſs, 
Has no De/ign but on her Husband's Peace: 
He lov'd her much, and greatly was he movd 

At ſmall Inquietudes in her he loved. 
« How charming ibis? The Pleaſure laſted long; 
Now every Day the Fits come thick, and ſtrong: 
At laſt he found the Charmer only feigw'd, 
And was diyerted, when he /bould “be pain d. 
What greater Vengeance have the Gods in Store? 
How tedious Life, now ſhe can plague no more? 
She tries a thouſand Arts, but none ſucceed + 
She's forc'd a Fever to procure indeed. 
Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, loving Wife, 
Her Husband's Pain was dearer than her Life. 

Anxious MELANIAa riſes to my View, 

Who never thinks her Lover pays his Due: 
Vilit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore ; 
Her Majeſty, To-morrow, calls for are. 
His wounded Ears Complaints eternal fill, 

As unoil'd Hinges, querilouſly ſhrill. 
„Lou went laſt Night with Cer 14 to the Ball.“ 
Youprove it falſe. Not go? that's worſt of all.” 

The | Nothing 
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Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame; 
And arrant Contraſmtions are the ſame. 

Her Lover muſt be ſad, to pleaſe her Spleen, 
His Mirth is an inexpiable Sin: 

For of all Rival that can pain her Breaſt, 

There's one, that wounds far deeper than the ſt; 
To wreck her Quiet, the moſt dreadful Shelf 
Is, if her'Lover dares enjoy himſelf, 

Ap this, | becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair, 
Should I diſpute her Beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare ? ., 
How would MeLania be furpriz'd to heerr 
She's quite deform'd? and yet the Caſe is clear. 

Waar's female Beauty, but an Air divine, 
Thro' which the Mind's all- gentle Graces ſhine? 
They, like the Sun, irradiate all between 
The Body charms, becauſe the Soul is ſeen. 

Hence, Men are often Captives of a Face, 
They know not why, of no peculiar Grace: 
Some Forms, tho? bright, no mortal Man can bear; 
Some, none reſiſt, tho* not exceeding fair, 
As PAsTA's highly born, and nicely bred, 
Of Taſte refin'd, in Life and Manners read; 
| R 2 Yet 
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Yet reaps no Fruit from her ſuperior Senſe, 

Bur to be ca by her own Excellence. 

« Folks are ſo au ward! Things ſo unpolite!” - 

She's elegantly pain'd from Morn till Night. 

Her Delicacy's ſhock*d where- e er ſhe goes; © 

Each Creature's Imperfections, are her Woes. 

Heav'n by its Favour has the Fair diſtreſt, 

And pour'd ſuch Bleflings—that ſhe cas 't be bleſt. 

An! why ſo vain, tho? blooming in thy Spring, 

Thou ſtining, frail, ador'd and wretched Thing! 
Old Age will come, Diſeaſe may come before, 

| Fifteen is full as mortal as Threeſeore. 

Thy Fortune, and thy Charms may ſoon decay: 

| But grant theſe Fugitives prolong their Stay, 

Their Baſis totters, their Foundation ſhakes, 

Life, that ſupports them, in a Moment breaks; 

Then wog bt into the Soul let Virtues ſhine, 

The Ground eternal, as the Wort divine. 
Jour rs a Manager, ſhe's born for Rule, 

And knows ber wiſer Husband is a Fool; 

_ Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the ſubtle Thread 

That guides the Lover to his Fair-one's Bed; 


For 


py 
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For difficult Amours can fmooth the Way, 
And tender Letters difate or convey. 
But if -depriv*d of ſuch important Cares, 
Her Wiſdom condeſcends to leſs Affairs. 
For her oton Breakfaſt: ſhel] projet a Scheme, 
Nor take her Tea without a $/ratagem ; 
Preſides o'er Trifles with a ſerious Face, 
Important by the Virtue of Grimace. 
 Lapres ſupreme among Amuſements reign, 
By Nature born to ſooth, and entertain; 
Their Prudence in a Share of Folly liess, 
Why will they be ſo weak, as'to be wiſe ? 
SyYRENA is for ever in Extreams, 
And with a Vengeance ſhe commends, or blames. 
Conſcious of her Diſcernment, which is good, 
She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood, 
Her 7udgment juſt, her Sentence is too ſtrong; 
Becauſe ſhe's right, ſhe's/ever in the Wrong. 
BzxuneTTA's wiſe in Actions great, and rare; 
But ſcorns on Trifles to beſtow her Care. 
Thus ev'ry Hour BUN TTA is to blame, 
Becauſe ili OccaGon is beneath her Aim. 
5 5 R 3 Think 
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Think nought a Tie, tho” it ſmall appear; 
Small Sands the abet, Moments make the Year 
And Trifles Life. Tour Cares to Trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 

Go breakfaſt with ALTEA, there you'll ſee! | 
Simplex munditiis, to the laſt Degree. 
Unlac'd her Stays, her Night- gown is unty d, 
And what ſhe has of Head-dreſs is aſi de.. 
She drawls her Words, and waddles in her Pace; 
Unwaſh'd her Hands, and much beſnuff'd her Face. 
A Nail uncut; and Head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 
And would draw on Jack- boots, as ſoon as Gloves. 
Gloves by Queen Bxss s Maidens might be miſt, 
Her bleſſed Eyes neer ſaw a female Ft. 
Lovers'beware! to wound how can ſhe fail 
With ſcarlet Finger, and long jetty Nail? 

For H Ax the firſt Wir ſhe cannot be, 

Nor cruel Rp the firſt Toaſt for the: 

Since full each other Station of Renown; IVY M1 

Who would not be the greateſt Tapes in Town? 

Women were made to give our Eyes Delight; 

A female Sloven is an odious Sight, 
aid Ty | 8 | Fax 
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Falk ISABELLA is ſo fond of Fame, 
That her dear Self is her eternal Theme; 
Thro' Hopes of Contradiction oft? ſhell ſay, 

« Methinks I look ſo wretchedly To-day !” 
When moſt the World applauds you, moſt beware; 
*Tis often leſs a Bleſſing than a Snare. 46301 

Diſtruſt Mankind; with your own Heart confer ; 
And dread even there to find a Flatterer. 

The Breath of otbers raiſes our Renown; 
Our on as ſurely blows the Pageant down 
Take up no more than you by Worth can claim, 
Leſt ſoon you prove a Bankrupt in your Fame. 
Bur own I muſt, in this perverted Age, 
Who moſt deſerve, can't always moſt engage, 
So far is Worth from making Glory ſure, 
It often-hinders what it ould procure, 
Whom! . we moſt? the Virtucus, Brave, and; 
einst e ta 
No; 3 Wretches, W in Secret we deſpiſe 
. And who ſo blind, as not to ſee the Cauſe ? 
No FRO rais d by ſuch diſcreet Applauſe z 
R 4 we 
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And yet, of Credit it lays in a Store, 
By which our Spleen may wound truẽ Worth the more, 
Ladis there are who think one Crime is 400; 
Can Women, then, no way but backward fall? 
So ſweet is that one Crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its Loſs they think al] others few. 
Who hold that Crime ſo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur d Modeſty the ſacred Name. 
Bur Clio thus. What, railing without End? 
„Mean Task! how much more generous ta com- 
mend?“ . 
Yes, to commend as you are wont toy 
My kind Inſtrufor, and Example too. 
„ Dayanis, ſays C ro, has a —_ Eye: 
% What Pity tis her Shoulder is awry d 
« AsPAsr4's Shape indeed. but then her Air— 
< The Man has Parts who finds Deſtruction there. 
e ArMzRIA's Wit has ſomething that's divine; 
And Wie's enough how few in all Things ſnine? 
6 SELINA ſerves her Friends, relieves the Poor 


« Who was it ſaid SLI xA's near Threeſcore? 
BA 1 « At 
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++ At Lucra Match I from my Soul rejoice, 
The World congratulates ſo wife a Choice; 
His Lordſhip's Rent-roll is exceeding great 
„ But Mortgages will ſap the beſt -Eftate, 
An SyeRLEY's Form might Cherubims appear, 
* But then ſhe has a Frectle on her Ear. 
Without a but, HorTens a ſhe commends, 
The firſt of Women, and the beſt of Friend 
Owns her in Perſon, Wit, Fame, Virtue bright; 
But how comes this to paſs?—She dy'd laſt Night. 
Tavs Nymphs commend, who yet at Satire rail: 
Indeed bars necdleſs, if fuch Praiſe prevail ; 
And whence ſuch Praiſe? Our Virulence is thrown 
On others Fame, thro? Fandneſs for our own. | 
Or Rank, and Riches proud, Ct kon A frowns'; 
For are not Coronets akin to Croums? by 
Her greedy Eye, and her ſublime Addreſs 
The Height of Avarice and Pride confeſs. F 
You ſeek Perfections worthy of her Rank; 
Go, ſeek for her Perfections at the Bank. 


By Wealth unquench'd, by Reaſon uncontroul'd, - 
For ever burns her ſacred Thirſt of Gold. 


As 


« 
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As fond of Five-pence, as the vetieſt'Ciz, 
And quite as much deteſted, as a Wit. 11 
Can Gold calm Paſſion, or make Reaſon ſhine ? 
Can we dig Peace, or Wi/dom from the Mine? 
Wiſdom to Gold prefer; for tis much leſs 
To make our Fortune, than our Happineſs, = 
With Rage and Wonder, in a low Degree, 
Themſelves unbleſt: The Poor are only poor? 
But what are they who-droop amid their Store ? 
Nothing is meaner than a Wretch of State; 
The Happy only are the truly Great, 
Peaſants enjoy like Appetites with Kings, 
And thoſe beſt ſatisfied with cheapeſt Things. 
Could both our Indies buy but one new Senſe, 
Our Envy wou'd be due to large Expence. _ 
Since not, thoſe Pomps which to the Great belong, 


See, how they beg an Alms of Flattery? 

| They languiſh! oh ſupport them with a _ 

A decent Competence we fully taſte; * 1d 
N Ririkes our Senſe, and * a conſtant Feaſt: 
. 1 More, 


Moro, we perceive by Dint of Thought alone; 
The Rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their own; | 
To feel their great Abundance ; and requeſt 
Their humble Friends to help them to be bleſt; 
To, ſee their Treaſures, hear their Glory told, 
And aid the wretched Impotence of Gold. 

Bur ſome, ee Souls! and Nane with Warinch 

© divine”: 

Give Gold a Price, alt teach its Beams to ſhine. | 
© All boarded Treaſures they repute a Load, WI 
Nor think their Wealth heir own, till well beſtow'd. 
Grand Reſervoirs of public Happineſs, 
Thro? ſecret Streams diffuſively they bleſs ; - 
And while their Bounties glide conceal'd from View, 
Reheve our Wants, and ſpare our Bluſbes too. 7 
But Satire is my Tasle, and theſe deſtroy - 
Her gloomy Province, and malignant Joy. 
Help me, ye Miſers! help me to complain, 
And blaſt our common Enemy, Go—x: 
But our Invectives muſt deſpair Succeſs ;. 
For next to Praiſe, ſne values nothing leſs, 


War 
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 Wxrar Picture's yonder looſen'd from its Frame? 
Or ist AsTuzrd? that affected Dame ? 
The brighteſt Forms, thro* AfeFation, fade 
To ſtrange new Things, which Nature never made. 
Frowyn not, ye Fair! ſo much your Sex we prize, 
We hate thoſe Arte that take you from our Eyes: 
In Ar ers native Grace is ſeen 

What you, who Labour at Perfection, mean, 
Short is the Rule, and to be learnt with Eaſe, 
Retain your gentle Selves, and you muſt pleaſe, 
Here might I ſing of MEmm14's mincing Mein, 
And all the Movements of the ſoft Machine: 
How two red Lips affected Zepbyrs blow, 

T0 col the Bobea, and inflame theBeay, . 
' While one white Finger, and a Thumb, conſpire 
0k lift the Cup, and make the World admire. | 
TAI how I tremble at thy fatal Stream? ' 
A Lern, dreadful to the Love of Fame. 
What Devaſtations on thy Banks are ſeen? n? 
| What Shades of mighty Names which once have been? 
A Hecatomb of Characters ſupplies _ 
Thy painted Altars daily Sacrifice, 
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13 P——, B——, aſpers'd by thee, , 

As Grains of fineſt Sugars melt away, 

And recommend thee more to mortal Taſte: 

ScandaPs the Sweetner of a female Feaſt. 

Bur this inhuman Triumph ſhall decline, 

And thy tevolting Naiads call for Vine; 

Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve under thee 

But reign in thy own Cup, exploded Tea ! 

CrTrxoONia's Noſe declares thy Ruin nigh ; 7 

And who dares give CI TRONI A's Noſe the Lye? * 

Tux Ladies long at Men of Drink exclaim'd, 

And what impair'd both Health, and Virtue, blam'd; 

At length to reſcue Man, the generous Laſs 

Stole from her Conſort the pernicious Glaſs. 

As glorious as the Britiſb Queen renown'd, | 

Who ſuck'd the Poiſon from her Husband's Wound. 

No to the Glaſs alone are Nymphs inclin'd, 

But every bolder Vice of bold Mankind. 
O JuvenaL! for thy ſeverer Rage! 

To laſh the ranker Follies of our Age. 


* VII II. 
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_— Anz there among the Females of our Iſie 
8 Faults, at which it is a Fault to nile? yuh 
There are. Vice, once by mode Nature l 


And legal Ties, erpatiates unreſtrain d. 
Without thin Decenty held up to View, 1 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er Law, and Gabel too. 
Our Matrons lead ſuch exemplary Lives, 
Men ſigh in vain, for none, but for their NMiues 
Who marry to be se, to range the more, ri? 
And wed one Man, to wanton) with a Score. 
Abroad too kind, at Home n Hate, 
And one eternal Tempeſt of DebatdaGG.. 
What foul Eruptions from a Look 1 meek? 
What Thunders burſting from a dimpled nd | 
Their Paſſions/bear it with a lofty Hand ? 
Bat then, their Reaſon is at due Command. 
Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his Life? - 
Truſt no Soul with che Secrei—but his Wife. 
© Wives wonder that their Conduct I condemn, 
And ask, what Kindred is a Spoy/e to them? 
Wuar Swarms of am'rous Grandmothers I ſee? 
And Miſſes, antient in Iniquity ? 
"$4 | What 
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What blaſting Whiſpers, and what loud Declaiming? 
What Lying, Drinking, — W 
Gaming d.:: | 

Friendſhip ſo cold, ſuch warm Incontinence, - 
Such griping Av'rice, ſuch profuſe Expence, 
Such dead Devotion, ſuch a Zeal for Crimes, 
Such licens'd Ill, ſuch maſquerading Times, 
Such venal Faith, ſuch miſapply'd Applauſe, 
Such flatter*d Guilt, and fuch inverted Laws, 
Such Diſſolution thro? the whole I find, 
Tis not a World, but Chaos of Mankind. 

Since Sundays have no Balls, the 2 
Shines in the — but ſmiles to hear of Hell ; 
And caſts an Eye of ſweet Diſdain on all. 
Who liſten leſs to C Ns, than St Paul. 41 
Atheiſts have been but rare, ſince Nature's Birth; 
Till now, She-atheifts neer appear'd on Earth. 
| Ye Men of deep Reſearches, fay, whence b 
This daring Character in timorous Things? 
Who ſtart at Feathers, from an Inſect fly, 
A Match for nothing —but the Deity. 


Bur 


Bur, not to wrong the Fair; the Muſe a own 
| in this Purſuit they court not Fare alone; 
But join to that a more ſubſtantial View, 
From thinking free, to be Free-agents too.” 
. ſtrive with hep own Hearts,and keep them 
down, 83 ire 
In Complaiſance to all the Fools i in —_—_ | 
O how they tremble at the Name of Prude * 
And die with Shame at Thought of being good? 
For what will Ax Tims, the rich and gay, 
What will the Wits, that is, the Coxcombs, ſay ? 
They Heav'n defy, to Earth's vile Dregs a Slave, 
Thro' Cowardice, moſt execrably brave. 
With our own Judgments durſt we to comply, 
In Virtue ſhould. we live, in Glory die. 
Riſe then, my Muſe, in honeſt Fury riſe; 
They dread a Satire who defy the Skies. 
| ArxzIs rs are few; moſt *. a Godhead 
wn 5 | 
And nothing but his PRES 7 Wea 
From Atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 
God is, and is almighty———to forgive, 


"Oy 
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His other Excellence they'll not diſpute z : 

But Mercy, ſure, is his chief Attribute. 

Shall Pleaſures of a ſhort Duration chain 

A Lady's Soul in everlaſting Pain? 

Will the great Author us poor Worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a Sip of tranſient Joy ? 

No, he's for- ever in a ſmiling Mood, 
He's like themſelves ; or how cbu'd he he good? 
And they blaſpheme who blacker Schemes ſuppoſe, 
Devoutly, thus, IE HOVAEH they depoſe 

The Hure! the Juſt! and ſet up in his Stead 

A Deity, that's perfectly well-bred. 

DAR T——L—y | be ſure the beſt of Men; 
« Nor thought he more, than thought great. ORIGEN. 
Tho once upon a Time he misbehav'd; 

40 Poor Sa TAN ! doubtleſs he'll at length be ſav'd. 
Let Prieſts do ſomething for their One in Ten; 
« It is their Trade; fo far they're honeſt Men. 

| « Let them cant on, ſince they have got the Knack, 
And dreſs their Notions, like themſelves, in black ; 
r Fright us with Terrors of a World unknown, 
From Joys of this, to keep them all their own. 
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[ 


Ol Farth's fair Fruits, indeed, they claim a Fee; 
ut then they leave our wntit#'d Virtue free. | 
« Viriue's @ pretty Thing o mate a Show + © 
Did ever Mortal write like Rocnzroucaur? 
Thus pleads the Devils fair Apologiſt, 
And pleading, ſafely enters on his Liſt, 
LzT Angel- forms angelic Truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the Beauteous and Prophane, 
For what's true Beauty, but fair Virtue's Face? 
virtue made vi/ible in outward Grace? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious Mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks Mankind. 
Bur Charms decline; the Fair long Vigils keep: 
- They ſleep no more! * Quadrille has murder'd Sleep. 
« Poor K— cries Ltv14 ; Thave not been there 
<«« Theſe two Nights; the poor Creature will deſpair. 
hate a Crowd but to do good, you know— 
« And People of Condition ſhoud beſtow. | 
Convinc'd, oercome, to K—'s grave Matrons run, 
Now et a Daughter, and now fake a Son; 


®* SHAKESPEARE, 
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Let Health, Fame, Temper, Beauty, Fortune, fly; 
And beggar half their Race——thro? Charity. 

IMMORTAL were we, or elſe mortal quite, ;. 
I leſs ſhou'd blame this criminal Delight; 
But ſince the gay Aſſembly's gayeſt Room 
Is but an upper Story to ſome Tomb, 
Methinks we need not our bort Beings ſhun, 
And, Wong bt to fly, contend to be undone. + 
We need not buy our Ruin with our Crime, 


> ow 


| 


And give Eternity to murder Tim. 
Tux Love of Gaming is the worlt of Ils; 

With ceaſcleſs Storms the blacken'd Soul it fills; ' 

Inveighs at Heav'n, neglects the Ties of Blood, 

Deſtroys the Pow'r, and Will of doing good; 

Kills Health, pawns Honour, plunges in Diſgrace, 

And, what is ſtill more dreadful—ſpoils your Face. 
Sxx yonder Set of Thieves that live on Spoil, 

The Scandal, and the Ruin of our Iſle! 

And ſee, (ſtrange Sight!) amid that Ruffian Band, 

A Form divine high wave her ſnowy Hand; 

That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted Box, 

Which loud as Thunder on the Board ſhe knocks. 

55 BY And 
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\ ſhook," 
From Pol vs's Cave "ni: OM M4 
From this ſmall Cavern'a mix*d Tempeſt flies, 
Fear, Rage, Convulſion, Tears, Oaths, Blaſphemies ? 
For Men, I mean, — the Fair diſcharges none 
She (guiltleſs Creature!) fwears to Heav'n alone. 


Sex her n rn Checks — and Muſcles 


ſwell! Nan LACY 9494; 

Like the mad Maid — AV! 
Thus that Divine-one her % Nights employs ! 
And when the cruel Morning calls to Bed, 
And on her Pillow lays her aking Head, 
With the dear Images her Dreams are crown'd, 
The Die ſpins lovely, or the Cards go round; 
Imaginary Ruin charms her ftill, 
Her happy Lord is cuckol'd by Spadile 
And if ſhe's brought to Bed, 'tis Ten to One, 
He marks the Forehead of her darling Son. 

O Scent of Horror, and ones 
Why is the rich Arzipes ſplendid Heir 

Conftrain'd 
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Conſtrain' d to quit his antient lordly Seat, 
And hide his Glories in a mean Retreat? 
Why that drawn Sword? and whence that diſmal Cry? 
Why pale Diſtraction thro?.the Family: : 
See my Lord threaten, and my Lady weep, 
And trembling Servants from the Tempeſt creep. 
Why that gay Son to diſtant Regions ſent?  - .. | 
What Fiends that Daughter's deſtin'd Match prevent? 
Why the whole: Houſe in ſadden Ruin laid? 
O nothing, but laſt Night—my Lady play d. 
Bur wanders not my Satire from her Theme? 
Is this too owing to the Love of Fame ? 
Though, now, your Hearts on Lucre are beſtow'd ; 
Twas, firſt, a vain Devotion to the Mode. 
Nor ceaſe'we bere, ſince tis a-Vice ſo ſtrong; 
The Torrent ſweeps all Womankind along. 
This may be faid in Hongur of our Times, 
That, none, now ſtand diſtinguiſb d by their Crimes. 
Ir ſin you muſt, take Nature for your Guide, 
Love has ſome ſoft Excuſe, to ſooth your Pride; 
Te fair Apoſtates from Love's antient Pow'r! ! 
Can nothing raviſb but a Golden Sbau :? 
| 83 Can 
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Can Cards alone your glowing Fancy ſei re? 
' Muſt Cor in learn to put, ere he can pleaſe? 


When you're enamour'd of a Lift or Caf, 
What can the Preacher more, to make us chaſte? 
Can Fame, like a Repique, the Soul entrance ? 
And what is Virtue to the lucty Chance 20 
Why muſt ſtrong Youths unmarryd pine away? 
They find no Woman diſengag'd—from Play. 
Why pine the Marry'd ?. O ſeverer Fate! 

They find from Play no diſengag'd--Efate. 

Fi Avia, at Lovers fille #ntoucÞ/d; und bard, © 


Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel Card. 


Nor Arr 4's Bible can ſecure her Age; 
While Death ſtands by, but till the Game is done, 


To ſweep that Stake, in Juſtice, long bis own; 


Like old Cards ting'd with Sulphur, ſhe takes Fire; 


Or, like Snuffs ſunk in Sockets, blazes higher. 
Ve Gods! with new Delights inſpire the Fair; 
Or give us Sons, and ſave us from Deſpair. 


Sons, Brothers, Fathers, Husbands, Tradeſmen cloſe 
In my Complaint, and brand your Sins in Proſe: 
1 12 Yet 
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Yet I believe, as firmly as my Creed, 

In ſpite of all our Wiſdom, you'll proceed. 

Our Pride ſo great, our Paſſion is ſo ſtrong, : 

Advice to.Rigbt confirms us in the Wrong... 

I hear you cry, This Fellow's very odd.“ | 

When. zo chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the Rod ? 

But I've a Charm your Anger ſhall controul, 

And turn your Eyes with Coldneſs on the Yole, 
Tus Charm begins! To yonder Flood of Light 

That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your Sight. 

What guardian Pow'r ;o'erwhelms your Souls with 

Awe IP 77 

Her Deeds are Runen * Example 1 Low 

Midſt Empire's Charms, how CaroLiNA's Heart 

Glows with the Love of Virtue, and of Art : 2. 

Her Favour is diffus d to that Degree, 

Exceſs of Goodneſs . it has dawn'd on me: 

When in my Page, to balance numerous Faults, | 

Or godlike Deeds were ſhown, or generous Thoughts, 

She ſmiP'd, induſtrious to be pleas d, nor knew 

From whom my Pen the borrow'd Luſtre drew. 
AAA faz S 42ͤĩð O ubs 
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* Tavus the majeſtic Mother of Mankind. 
To her on Charms moſt amiably blind. 
On the green Margin innocently ſtoodd. 
And gaz d indulgent on the chryſtal Flood; n 
Survey'd the Stranger in he painted Wave, 
And ſmiling, prais d the Beauties which ſhe gave. 

+ In more than civil War, while Patriots form; 
IVhile Genius is but cold, "their Paſſion warm 3, 
While public Good aloft; in Pomp, they wield's' | 
And private Intereſt skulks bebind the Shields 
While Mr, and Ws riſe in weekly ME., 
Make Preſſes groan, lead Senators to Fight, 

Exalt otiy Coffee with Lumpubmt, and trat 
The pumper'A Mob with "Miniſters of State; 
« | While Arx hot from Hell makes Herots print, 
Cries Havoct, and lets looſe the Dogs Ink; 
Nor Rank, nor Sex eſcapes 4be general Frown, AA 
But Ladies are rip d up, and Cits knocPd do 
THemendons Farce! where rn the Victor bd, 
And bt deſerots our Pity, "that ſucceedsy sm 
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Immortal 
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Immortal —— and thou of France! 
In your fam ' d Field my Satire dares advance; 
But cuts berſelf a Track to you unknown, 


your Lqwreh, but wand rae It own; 
A bol Avene Nr a als 2 ao! * 110 


1 —— won. 
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Carmina zum melius, cum venerit Irsx, canemus. 
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N this laſt Labour, this my cloſing Strain 
Smile, W ALPOL c, or the Ni ue inſpire in vain. 
To Thee tis due; 1 that Verſe how Jaſtly,ch ine, 
| Were B unh rex- sGlory crown the whole Deſign? 
That Glory, which h thy Counſels make fo bright ; 
That Glory, N on Thee reflects a Light. 
Illuſtrious Commerce, and but rarely known! 
To give, and take a Luſtre from the Throne. 
Non think that Thou art foreign to my Theme ; 
The Fountain is not foreign to the Stream. 
How all Mankind will be ſurpriz d, to ſee 
This Flood of Britiſb Folly charg'd on thee! . 
Yet 
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Yet, Britain, whence this Caprice of thy Sons | 

Which throꝰ their various Ranks with Fury runs | 

The Cauſe is plain, a Cauſe which we muſt bleſs ; 

For Caprice is the Daughter of Succeſs, _ .. | 

(A bad Effect, but from a pleaſing Cauſe!) 

And gives our Rulers undeſign'd Applauſe; 

Tells how their Conduct bids our Fealth increaſe, = 

And lulls us in the downy Lap of Peace. | 0 

Writ I ſurvey the Bleſſings of our Iſle, 4 

Her Aris triamphant in the Royal Smile, Cx 

Her public ound; bound up, her Credit high, ö 
| Her Commerce ſpreading Sails in every Sky, | | 

The pleaſing Scene recals my Theme agen, | q 


And ſhews the Madneſs of ambitious Men, 
Who, fond of Bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring Sword, 
And burn to give Mankind a ſingle Lord, 

Taz Follies paſt are of a private Kind, © 1 
Their Sphere is ſmall, their Miſchief is confin'd; | 
But daring Men there are (awake, my Mule, 

And raiſe thy Verſe) who bolder Frenzy chuſe ; 

| Who ſtung by Glory; rave, and bound away; 
The Wrld their Field; and Humankind their Frey. 
oT Taz | 


TE Grecian Chief, th' Enthuſiaſt of his Pride, 
With Rage and Terror ſtalking by his Side, 
Rayes round the Globe; he ſoars into a God! 
Stand faſt, Olympus ! and ſuſtain his Nod. 
The Peſt divine in horrid Grandeur reigns. 
And thrives on Mankind's Miſeries;and: Pains, ' - / 
What ſlaughter'd Hs what Cities in a Blaze! 
What waſted Cuujntries ] and what crimſon Saus! 
What Orphans Tears his impious Bowl o'erflows, 
And Cries of Kingdoms lull him to Repoſe. 

Axb cannot thrice ten hundred Years unpraiſe 
The boiſt' rous Boy, and blaſt bis guilty Rays? 
Why want we then Encomiums on the Storm, 
Or Famine, or lune They perfomm 
And ſpread their ample R REA 
O great Alliance! O divine Renown!” iT 
With Dearth, and Patience to ſhare: oat" 
When Men extol a wild Deftroyer's Name, 
Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 

Ox to deſtroy is Murder by the Law, 
And Gibbets keep che lifted Hand in Awes © 
_ Is 
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To murder Thouſands takes a ſpecious Name, 
War's glorious Art, and gives immortal Fame. 
Wuen after Battle I the Field have ſcen 

Spread o'er with ghaſtlyShapes,which once were Men; 
A Nation cruſh'd1-a Nation of the"Brave! > | 
A Realm of Death! and on this Side the Grave! 

Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad Survey, | 
This human Chaos," carry Smiles away! 1 i 
How did my Heart with Indignation riſe! 
How honeſt Nature ſwell'd into my Eyes!  - | =_ 
How was T ſhoek'd to think the Herd's Trade | | 
Of ſuch Materials,” Fame and Triumph made! 


n * 2 
* * — — 


3 Fo 
—_— 


How guilty theſe? Vet not leſs guilty they, | 
Who reach falſe Glory by a ſmoother Way i 


Who wrap Deſtruction up in gentle Words, il 
And Bows, and Smiles, more fatal than their Swords; | | 
Who ſtifle Nature, and ſubſiſt on Art:; & Nl 
Who coin the Fare; and petrify the Heart; 1 
All real Kindneſs for the Shew diſcard, - / 1 , 

As Marble poliſn'd, and as Marble hard: 

Who do for Gold what Chriſtians do thro? Grace, 9 
& With open Arms theit Enemies embrace: - ; 
volt who ' 8 
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Who give a Nod when broken Hearts repine; 
I be thinneſt Food on which a Wretch can tines? 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve! you diſinclin d, 
And, in their Height of Kindneſs, -are-unkind. 
Such Courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
Warrol z, when Men forget to copy thee. 
Heze ceaſe my-Mauſe ! the Catalogue is writ, 
Nor one more Candidate for Fame admit, 
Tho diſappointed Thouſands juſtly blam 
Thy partial Pen, and boaſt an equal Claim. 
Be this their Comfort, Fools omitted here 
May furniſh Laughter for another Year, 
Then let CRISPINO, who was ne'er refus d 
The Juſtice yet of being well · abus d, 
With Patience wait; and be content to reign 
The Pink of Puppies in ſome future Strain. 
Sou E future Strain, in which the Muſe mal ll 
How Science dwindles, and how Volumes ſwell. 
How Commentators each dark Paſſage hues Fe 
And hold their Farthing Candle to the d un. 
10 How tortur d Texts to ſpeak our Senſe are made, 
And every Vice is to the Scripture laid. 


How 
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How Miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
His Sins to LucirER not half ſo dear. 
How VxI RIS is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 
With Sword and Piſtol, than with Wax and Seal. 
How Lawyers? Fees to ſuch Exceſs gre run, a 
That Clients are redreſsd till they're undone. 
Ho one Man's Anguiſh is another's Sport, 
And ev'n Denials coſt us dear · at Court. | 
How Man eternally falſe Judgments makes, 
And all his Joys and Sorrows are Miſtakes. | 
Tuis Swarm of Themes that ſettles on my Pen, 
Which I, like Summer-Flies, ſhake off agen, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak Efſay 
But ſounds a Prelude, and points out their Prey : -; 
That Duty done, I haſten to complete 
My own Deſign 3 for Toxsox's at the Gate. 
Tux Love of Fame in its Eels ſurvey'd | 
The Muſe has ſung ; be now the Cauſe diſplay'd : 
Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its Sway, 
What is this Power, -whom all Mankind qbey ? 
Snort from above, by Heav'n's Indulgence came 
This generous Ardor, this unconquer'd Flame, 
| To 


288 LOVE of FAME, sat Vll. 


To warm, to raiſe, to deify Mankind. 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt Mind... 
By large-ſouPd Men, for Thirſt of Fame n 
Wiſe Laws were fram'd, and ſacred Arts were found; 
Deſire of Prajſe firſt broke the Patriots Reft, | 
And made a Bulwark of the Warrior's Breaſt; 
It bids ARG II in Fields, and Senates ſhine. 
What more can prove its Origin divine? 
Bur oh this Paſſion e Gat, 
On Eagle's Wings to mount lier to the Pole, 
The flaming Miniſter of Virme nn 
Set up falſe Gods, and wrong'd her high Deſcent. // 
Auzfriox, hence, exerts a doubtful Force, 
Of Blots, and Beauties an alternate Source; 
Hence GIL Dom rails, that Raven of the Pit, 
Who thrives upon the Carcaſſes of Wit; 50 vt 
And in Art- loving ScaxBoroven is ſeen 
How kind a Patron Pol L 10 might have been. dT 
| Purſuit of Fame with Pedants fills'our Schools, 
And into Coxcombs'burniſhes our Fools; 
Purſuit of Fame makes ſolid Learning bright, 
And Nzwron lifts above a mortal Height; 


0 


That 
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That Key of Nature, by whoſe Wit ſhe clears: 
Her long, long Secrets of five thouſand Tears. 

WovLp you then fully comprehend the Whole, 
| Why, and in what Degrees, Pride {ways the Soul? 
(For tho! in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 

Awake to Knowledge, and attend my Strains. 

Ir Doctors! hear the Doctrine I diſcloſe, 

As true, as if *twere writ in dulleſt Proſe; 
As if a letter'd Dunce had ſaid, . Tis right,” 
And Imprimatur uſher'd it to Light. 

To glorious Deeds this Paſſion fires the Mind, 
And cloſer draws the Ties of Humankind ; 
Confirms Society; ſince what we prize 
As our chief Bleſſing, mult from others riſe. 

AmMB1T1ON in the truly noble Mind 
With Siſter-virtue is for ever join'd ; 

As in fam'd LuengcE, who with equal Dread 
From Guilt, and Shame, by her laſt Conduct fled: 
Her Yiriue long rebell'd in firm Diſdain, 

And the Sword pointed at her Heart in vain; 
But, when the Slave was threaten'd to be lad 
Dead by her Side, her Love of Fame obey'd. 
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In meaner- Minds Ambition works alone; 

But with ſuch Art puts Virtue's Aſpect on, 
That not more like in Feature, and in Mein, 
* The God and-Mortal in the comic Scene. 
Falſe Ju ius, ambuſh'd in this fair Diſguiſe, 

Soon made the Roman Liberties his Prize. 

No Mask in baſeſt Minds Ambition wears, 
But in full Light pricks up her Afs's Ears; 
All I have ſung are Inſtances of hi, 
And prove my Theme unfolded not amiſs. 

Y Vain! deſiſt from your erroneous'Strife ; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe Sublime of Life. = 
The true Ambition there alone refides, 
Where Juſtice vindicates, and Wiſdom guides; 
Where inward Dignity joins outward State, 
Our Purpoſe good, as our Atchievement great; 
Where public Blęſings public Praiſe attend, 
Where Glory is our Motive, not our End. 
Would'ſt thou be fand? Have thoſe high Deeds in 
Brave Men would act, tho Scandal ſhould enſue. 


„ AMpuirk YON. 


BenoLp 
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BenoLD a Prince! whom no ſwoln Thoughts in- 
flame; | | 

No Pride of Thrones, no Fever after Fame; 
But when-the Welfare of Mankind inſpires, 
And Death in View to dear- bought Glory fires ; 
Proud Conqueſt then, then regal Pomps delight; 
Then Crowns, then Triumphs ſparkle in his Sight; 
Tumult and Noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His People's Bleſſings to their ardent King: 
But, when thoſe great heroic Motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling Soul ſubſides to native Peace; 
From tedious Grandeur's faded Charms withdraws, 
A fudden Foe to Splendor, and Applauſe ; 
Greatly deferring his Arrears of Fame, 
Till Men, and Angels jointly ſhout his Name. 
O Pride celeſtial ! which can Pride diſdain 
O bleſt Ambition! which can n&er be vain. 

From one fam'd Alpine Hill, which props the Sky, 
In whoſe deep Womb unfathom'd Waters lie, | 
Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po, there ſhine 4 
In infant Rills the Danube and the Rhine; | 

T2 From 
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From tho rich Store one fruitful Urn ſupplies, 
Whole Kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand Harveſts riſe. 
In Bzxvnswick fuch a Source the Muſe adores, 
Which public Bleſſings thro half Europe pours. 
When his Heart burns with ſuch a godlike Aim, 
Angels and Ggoncx are Rivals for the Fame; 
Georce, who in Foes can ſoft Aﬀections raiſe, 
And charm envenom'd Satire into Praiſe. 
Non human Rage alone his Pow'r perceives, 


But the mad Minds, and the tumultuous Waves. 


Ev'n Storms (Death's fierceſt Miniſters!) forbear, 
And, in their own wild Empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, Nature's Self,) ſupporting Man's Decree, 
Stiles Britain's Sovereign, Sovereign of the Sea, 
Waite Sea andir, great BRunswick, ſhook our 
State, aa Roos 4 
And ſpaxted with a King's, and Kingdom's Fate, 
Depriy'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs'd with Fear, 
Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 
How did Ba! TANNIA, like | ACHILLES, weep, 


"+ 


And tell her Sorrows to the kindred Deep? 


5 


*The King in Danger by Sea. + How, II. Lib. I. 


Hang 
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Hang o'er the Floods, and in Devotion warm, 

Strive, for Thee, with the Surge, and fight the Storm? 
Wrar felt thy WALPOL E, Pilot of the Realm? 

Our PaLtrinvuzvs * ſlept not at the Helm; 

His Eye neer clos'd ; long ſince inur'd to wake, 

And out-watch every Star for Bxunswick's Sake. | 

By thwarting Paſſions toſs'd, by Cares oppreſt, 

He found the Tempeſt pictur'd in his Breaſt, 

But, not, what Joys that Gloom of Heart diſpel, 

No Pow'rs of Language—but his own, can tell; 

His own, which Nature and the Graces form, 

At Will, to raiſe, or huſh the civil Storm. 


© Eve Deus ramum Letheo rore madentem, &c. VII d. Lib. V. 


THE 


INSTALMENT)> | 


To the RicuT HoxnouRABLE 


Sir ROBERT WALPOLE. 


Quæſitam Meritis. | Hon. 


Tuk SeconD Eprriox. 


„ 
. 
* 
NH * 
— 


— — 3 
r * — 
1 


. 
1 
* Wu 


——ů —ꝛ — — — 


* ' . 
AA ANJ Z3- 


1 


* 
8 
—— 
1 
” 0 
- 
S. 
* 
— 


Nee 


. 
as na 5 
» ” * - 
IF 48 
* 1 
” „„ 2 * 


* 
„„ 10 oa 4K» 2 RGB. Dao r * * 
8 * 4 — * 1 7 * - 
g 8 ; "0 
» a 2 
9 * * ? <4 ? = 
L | + WW 1 
þ Io 2 . a * * =.) 
. $ x4 
* 1 3 . 
—_— 4 p 
a 
. 
4 , ** > 
* * % 
* 1 7 


% 
——_—" © 
A * = 
” 
* 
o : ? 
2 
- 
o * 
- * * * -* * 
ud 


= 
* „* ' Y * N * = * 7 
: 7 H | | | | | 
| 7 | 1 | ths, 
' L * ba , £ wits 


INSTALMENT, 1726: 


I need no Muſe, a WALror E is my Theme. 
Y mighty Dead! Ye garter'd Sons of Praiſe?! 

Our Morning Stars! our Boaſt in former Days! 

Which hov'ring oer, your purple Wings diſplay, - 

Lur'd by the Pomp of this diſtinguiſh'd Day, 

Stoop and attend: By One, the Knee be bound; 


One, throw the Mantle's crimſon Folds around; 


By That, the Sword on his proud Thigh be plat'd, 

This, claſp the Di mond- Girdle round his Waiſt; 

His Breaſt, with Rays, let juſt GopoLemiN ſpread; 

Wiſe Bux ILE Ten plant the Plumage on his Head; 

And Epwaxd own, ſince firſt he fix'd the Race, 

None preſs'd fair Glory with a ſwifter Pace. 
Wuen Fate would call ſome mighty Genius forth 

To wake a drooping Age to godlike Worth, 

Or aid ſome fav'rite King's illuſtrious Toil, 

It bids his Blood with get'rous Ardor boil ; 


His Blood, from Virtue's celebrated Source, 


Pour'd down the Steep of Time, a lengthen'd Courſe! 
| - That 


1 Invocations ſome their Breaſts inflame; 
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That Men prepar'd may juſt: Attention pay, 
Warn'd by the Dawn to mark the glorious Day, F 
When all the ſcatter'd Merits of his Line F 7 
Collected to a Point, intenſely ſhine. 

Ser, Britain, ſee thy Wal vol x ſhine from far, 
His azure Ribbon, and his radiant Star z 1 
A Star that, with auſpicious Beams, ſhall guide 


Thy Veſſel ſafe, thro? Fortune's rougheſt Tide. 


Ir Peace ſtill ſmiles, by this, ſhall Commerce ſteer 
A finiſh'd Courſe; in Triumph, round the Sphere; 
And gath'ring Tribute from each diſtant Shore, 
In Britain's Lap the World's Abundance pour. 

Ir Wars ordain'd, this Star ſhall dart its Beams 
Throꝰ that black Cloud, which riſing from the Thames, 


With Thunder, form'd of Baunswickx'sW rath, is ſent 


To claim the Seas, and awe the Continent : 

This ſhall direct it, where the Bolt to throw, 

A Star for Us, a:Comet to the Fe. ww oT 
Ar this the Muſe ſhall kindle, and aſpire: 

My Breaſt, OWaLpoLe, glows with grateful Fire; 

The streams of Royal Bounty, turn'd.by thee, - 

Refreſh the dry Domains of Poeſi ee. 
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My Fortune ſhews, when Arts are WALToLE's Care, 
What ſlender Worth forbids us to deſpair: 

Be this thy partial Smile from Cenſure free; 

Twas meant for Merit, tho? it fell on Me. 

Sr xnceBxunswick'sSmile has authoriz'd my Muſe, 
Chaſte be her Conduct, and ſublime her Views. 
Falſe Praiſes are the Whoredoms of the Pen, 
Which' proſtitute fair Fame to worthleſs Men, 

This Profanation of celeſtial Fire, 


Makes Fools deſpiſe, what Wiſdom ſhould admire. _ 


Let thoſe I praiſe, to diſtant Times be known, 
Not by their Author's Merit, but their on. 
If others think the Task is hard, to weed 
From Verſ® rank F lattery's vivacious Seed, 
And rooted deep; one Means my/t ſet them free; 
Patron] and Patriot! let them ſing of Thee. 
WmriLz vulgar Trees ignobler Honours wear, 
Nor thoſe retain, when Winter chills the Year ; 
The gen'rous Orange, Fav'rite of the Sun, 
With vig'rous Charms can ;hro' the Seaſons run; 
Defies the Storm with her tenacious Green; 


And Flowers and Fruits in rival Pomp are ſeen : 
| 5 Where 


— 


— 


1 


4 - — — — 
— : . ks 5 2 — N : N 9 — * . * EIS SE 6 » TATE 
, — —_ A * — i — wh 4 . A - _y 4 8 
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Where Bloſſoms fall, ſtill fairer Bloſſoms ſpring; 
And midſt their Sweets the ſeather'd Poets ſing - 
On WaALPoLz, thus; may pleas'd BRITANNIA 
„ NN 1 . 
At once her Ornament, and Profit too; 

The Fruit of Service, and the Bloom of Fame, 
Mature d, and gilded by the Royal Beam. 
He, when the nipping Blaſts of Euvy riſe, i 
Its Guilt can pity, and its Rage deſpiſe; il 
Lets fall no Honburs, but ſecurely Great, 
- Unfaded holds the Colour of his Fate: CT 
No Winter knows, tho' ruffling Fa#ions preſs ; 
By Wiſdom deeply rooted in Success: 
One Glory ſhed, a brigbter is diſplay'd ;® og” 
And the charm'd Muſes ſhelter in his Shade. 

O now long, enkindled by the Theme, 
In deep Eternity to launch thy Name! ü 
Thy Name in view, no Rights of Verſe I plead, 
But what chaſte Trav indites, old Time ſhall read. 
<«« Butioy! a Aan of antient Faith, and Blood, 
«© Which, 166# beat high for Arts, and public ny 


= ben of the Bits, and then of the GAT... 
4 . Whoſe 
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e Whoſe Glory great, but natural appears, 

The genuine Growth of Services and Tears; 

"y No ſudden Exhalation drawn on high, 

«© And fondly gilt by partial Majeſty : 

One bearing greateſt Toils, with greateſt Eaſe; 

«© One born to ſerve us, and yet born to pleaſe ; 

„ Whom, while our Rights in equal Scales he lays, 


— H —L 
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The Pa INE may truſt, and yet the PzopL E praiſe ; 
« His Genius ardent, yet his Judgment clear, 
His Tongue is flowing, and his Heart ſincere, 
«© His Counſel guides, his Temper chears our Iſle, 
And ſmiling, gives bree Kingdoms Cauſe to ſmile.” 
Joy then to Britain, bleſt with ſuch a Son ; = 
To WAT olg Joy, by whom the Prize is won : 
Who nobly- conſcious meets the Smiles of Fate; 
True Greatneſs lies in daring to be Great. ; 
Let daſtard Souls, or Affectation run A ; 
To Shades, nor wear bright Honours fairly won ; | 
Such Men prefer, miſled by falſe Applauſe, | | 
The Pride of Modeſty to Virtue's Cauſe, 5 | 
Honours, which make the Face of Virtue fair, 
'Tis great to merit, and 'tis wiſe to wear; "= 
Tis 


' 
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Tis holding up the Prize to public View, 


Confirms grown Virtue, and inflames the new; 


Heightens the Luſtre of our Age and Clime, 
And ſheds rich Seeds of Worth for future Time. 
Provp Chiefs alone, in Fields of Slaughter fam'd, 
Of old, this azure Bloom of Glory claim'd. 
As when ſtern Ajax pour'd a purple Flood, 
The Violet roſe, fair Daughter of his Blood. 
Now rival Wiſdom dares the Wreath divide, 
And both MixERvAs riſe in equal Pride; 
Proclaiming loud, a Monarch fills the Throne, 
Who ſhines illuſtrious, not in Wars alone 
Lzr Fame look lovely in BuITANxIA“'s Eyes; 
They coldly. court Deſert; -who' Nane deſpiſe, 
For what's Ambition, but fair Virtue's Sail? 
And what Applauſe, but her propitious Gale? 
When ſwell'd with that, ſhe flits before the Wind 
To glorious Aims, as to the Port deſign'd; 


_ When chain'd, without it, to the lab'ring Oar, 


She toils ! ſhe pants! nor gains the flying Shore, 
From her ſublime Purſuits, or turn'd aſide 
By Blaſts of Envy, or by Fortune's Tide: 
WE. | | For 
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For One that has ſucceeded, Ten are loſt, 
Of equal Talents, &er they make the Coaſt. 

Tk let Renown to Worth divine incite | 
With all her Beams, but throw thoſe Beams arigbt. 
Then Merit droops, and Genius downward tends, 
When godlike Glory, like our Land, deſcends. 
Cuſtom the Garter long confin'd to Few; | 
And gave to Birth, exalted Viriu“s Due: 
WaLPoLz has thrown the proud Incloſure down ; 
And high Deſert embraces fair Renown. 

Tho? rivaPd, let the PzzRAGE ſmiling ſee 
(Smiling, in Juſtice to their own Degree, ) 
This proud Reward of Majeſty beſtow'd 


On Worth like bat, whence firſt the PzzR AGE flow'd. 


From Frowns of Fate Bx1TaAnnia's Bliſs to guard, 

Let Subjects merit, and let Kings reward. 

Gops are moſt Gone by giving to excel; 

And Kxxes moſt like them, by rewarding well. 
Tuo'ſtrong the twangingNerve,and drawn aright, 

Short is the winged Arrow's upward Flight; 

But if an Eagle it transfix on high, 

Lodg'd in the Wound, it ſoars into the Sky. 


Tus 
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Tuus while I ing Tunk with unequal Lays, 


And wound perhaps that Worth I mean to praiſe ; 


Yet I tranſcend myſelf, I riſe in Fame, 


Not lifted by my Genius, but my Theme. 


No! more; for in this dread Suſpence of Fate, 


| Now Kingdoms fluctuate, and 1 in dark Debate, 
Weigh Peace and War, now Europe's Eyes are bent 
On mighty Baunswick, for the great Event, 


Bzvunswick of Kings the Terror or Defence! 
Who dares detain Thee at a World's Expence? 


Kath 
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Page 1— give Applauſe to Be, or en L 
. e, Blackmore, (Sir Richard.) 
e Scripture for the Claſſics, quit. 
Eolive Apoſtates from God's Grace, to Wit, 


N B. Virgil, 1 Te erence, Catllluc, 75 Bulut, Pr pol | 


CY 


ius, Manilius, Lucretius, Loigimis, Ciceronis Obera, 


i Ceſoris, Comment. Homer, &c. were publiſhed by 
Bifhop Hare, Dr B * Dr Davis, Dr Clarke, 
* Parc, +": 

S e Hiace 3 Sele (Sir Richard), 

P. y's Eloquente.” 27 | Pain e Eq; 


If at bis Title T— bad dropt his Quill, Ge. ith 


Dr Trapp,. When Profeſſor of Poetry i in _ Var 
verlity of Oxford, wrote Preleftiones Poelicæ, 
Poetical Lectures, which were deſervedly eſteem- 
ed; but upon his Blank-Verſe Verſion of Vireit., 
5. Volume the Firſt, Doctor Evans of St John's Col. 
lege, Oxon, ſent the following Diſtic . 


Read beCommandmelts, TAP, tranſlate no further, 
For there 'ſis turitten, Thou ſhaltdo No Murder, 5 


A. is Depos d, and B. with Pomp Reftor'd.. 


This alludes to Mr Theobald's Publication of a Book, 
intitled, SHAKESPEAR reftor'd, in Oppolition 
to Mr Pope's Editidn of that Author. 

C - dos, hel outdo. 

BI ton, thy 7. 16 is not ſo true. a (Earl ot) 

Not 


Cbandos (Duke of) 


a 


* 
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& REY 2 222 Fare 


. \ Charms has bam, 
Nor is good P—b—ke More'in Love with Stone. 


"Not "OE s ſelf more 


. both great Admirers of Antique Aae 


b of at Night with Lach B——— 1 7 
The yenerable gray. headed Coùnteſs of 9 2 


Inyo Lords to Scr—pe diſcreetly bend, 
{> Mr. e A great ee Lender, 
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Paul Diack, who cave. Name to a Twp, was an ho- 
* , toping, old Citi tizen of London, and a great 
Stock- Jobber. 
— turn'd Upbolſterer, Ec. REY (Jes) 
| 59 fitted i up many Libraries of Gilt- Books fie Sphth- 
Sea . 1720. 


vs — Leaves to Q— i. 6, Orrery, Babb rl of) 
2 e. (Dorſet, Earl of) the Pot l 
—— he Sta ite, i. e. Ariſtotle, on 
Hence, D — = that Openneſs Ie 
3 | ; I rm 
St- * — pe in Wit, t, in Breeding D—I-m, 


| Stanhope, Earl of Cheſterfield. 
* Delbraine, (Lord) One 


S W. 


Hy 5 Eyes unmercifully tits.” 
: Lady "Hervey. 
Well H——r af thou thy Maſter e 
> Heiddegger, Director of the Muſquerades. 
| SATIRE IW. Et 1 
Mile C mourns, &c. 
Anthony Collins, Eſq: F ounder of the Sol of 
Bra. ga, ; 2 


Sir Andrew Founegh Ac th Lag Fart of Fuer, Bed 


CITE % "hs ven Þ PF 


— bo pate" py hte Creed, - 
The mne / 

b t is 4 Fool, 1 | = 
e will fright deu, E. engage, 6 
Pr Arbutlnot, Danitl de Foe, $i * C 2 ae, | 


«ta * 35 1he wort of F, Salter 
1 = S is Fair. AW 
99 Dutch of Queen ber: 3 . ; 
"B—— the foremoſt Toyman of his Time. 8 


Sloan (Sir Hans) alluding t6 hi Mien 8 by 
Unhappy I — , i, e. Lady F& fey. - 2 
B—le ſhines in bt, Min the Ng; 


9 


IE, area, tat J. — rar writ, 0 
John Dennis. . 
by, Charles, 8 5 
Mordamit, Charles Earl of Peterborow. 5 
Pelham, Dulte ef- WWervrfle. 5 0 


Will H—t pardon, if T dare commend ©. oO 2 
H—t, with Zeal, a Patron and a Friend = 4 
A le true Wit is ſtudious To reſtore ;, I e 
And D- t miles, if Phœbus /miPd befart.. 

P ke, in Years the long-liv'd Arts adnires, 6 

And Henrietta like a Muſe inſpires, "> 


Harcourt, (Lord Chancellor) 1 
Argyle, (Duke of) — 
Da, (Duke of) 

; Thomas Pembroke, (late Farl of ) 

„ Lady Henrietta Cavendiſh Holles Harley. 

Character of Auguſtus, in the Concluſion, applied 

to his late Majeſty. 


SATIRE V. 


1 Doubly kind to me. 
Foubert has the Forming of the Fair. 
II | Major Foubert, a Riding Maſter, 
i * 2 | Sir 
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Gs 5 "EY ws ke: UniveralPaſſon;7 =, | 
1 * H. 1 i. eta Hans Shar M.D. I * 
"The far P biloſopher if Rowley * flies, 


he late Mir Red ly Un ewinery Mathemetical idk. 
. Maker e e reh in ut rer. e, 


La Do; i. e. 1 braved, e Fee * 
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i | Sink, the gr greet Maſter in Mia Enamel 
=_ .* 5 Painting e ae FED 
* * Ihe rt Wit — Lor d/Hervo 5 
"oF Cruel R- — —4, Duke of Richmond. 5 + > 
5 u, i. e. Lady Betty Germain. 5 ? 
3 EP B i. e. Hervey, Pearce, Blown, (Ladies) 
2 5 Cs, Collin, Anthony, Eſq;) 
0 2 , Archbiſhop 2 W 54 Dr Bur- 
net's Doctrine of the Non. Eternity of Hell Torments, 
*K——p, Mrs Kemp, Keeper of an Afſemblee, 
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C.«rolines Heart, Sc. Acknowledgment of "the 
5 '# late Queen? S Favours to the Author. 4 1 


8 0 Mt and Vi Bur, Printers of Two W, 164% Journals: 
= Immortal Jivena!! And Thou * of France, _ 
= Un the Lasr Day.” ® . 
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